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The Silence of Gems 


by SuperSunGunner 


Weeks before Antonio's gift ceremony, that's where Camilo's life began to unravel. It all 
started when he and Mariano Guzman started talking, and he finds himself to be enamored 
with the man, much to his own disapproval. But Mariano was smart. He was kind. He was 
everything that he wanted to be. But his thoughts kept straying to the man, and he could not 
decided whether that was a good or bad thing. 


And along with that, he finds himself on a mission to find his missing uncle. Why did he go 
missing? What was the prophecy that had him running? Yet, when Isabela sends him on a 
mission inside of the Casita's basement, he had no idea 1f he would make it out alive. 


But Camilo was just a kid. A child. He had no right being in adult business, but he finds 
himself there anyway. But as the Future moves forward, he finds everything to be Crystal 


clear. 


(WITH STORY COVER AND MOOD BOARDS ) 
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Chapter 1: The Man at the Party, Part 1 


Camilo sat at the top of the staircase near the back of the courtyard, looking down at the party 
below him. 


Like everything when it came to la Familia Madrigal, this party was just as big and magical as the 
rest of them. The sun had set hours ago, which meant that at this stage of the party, everything was 
in full swing. There was music, food, and of course, dancing. Which was something that all of the 
guests were doing at the moment, since the band playing the music had decided to start playing 
some serious salsa, everyone was moving their bodies like no tomorrow. 


And since it was night time, that means La Casita Madrigal was decorated to the T. 


One would not believe how many hours they had spent decorating the house so that everything 
would be ready. And since it was kind of an impromptu gathering, they had to work three times as 
fast to get all of the food, music, and everything that came with having a party ready. Which is 
why Camilo was tired as a goat right now. 


Why were they even holding a party, one would ask? Is there a gift giving ceremony, was there 
something of any importance? Not at all. The only reason they were having this party was because 
it was Friday, and what better way to start the weekend would be with a normal party. And Camilo 
would have been completely fine with that, if he actually was enjoying himself. 


Because the thing was that this party wasn't even fun. Well, it's fun for the adults, with their music 
and wine and beer and stuff. But there really was not anything for him to do while he was here. 
None of his friends from town were allowed to come, but most of their parents were here, which 
did not really help the situation. 


The brunette would typically hang out with his family, but they were occupied at the moment. 


He could see his entire family spread out in different areas, save for Antonio who was in the 
nursery sleeping. They were all talking to different people, with music and lights blaring all around 
them. Some of them talking to their friends, and others talking to other residents of the town. His 
Tio Agustin was playing the piano on the far side of the courtyard, along with his Tia Julieta 
passing out food to whoever passed by her on a plate. 


His parents were busy talking to one of the tailors from town, trying to see if he could make 
Antonio a vest for his gift ceremony coming in a few weeks. The tailor seemed excited at the 
aspect, since it would be like them giving him a piece of history. Pepa was arguing with the man, 
as the tailor was going to do it free of charge, but both his mother and his father seemed to be 
against it. Camilo doesn't really understand why though, considering free is free, but he guesses it 
was because they did not want to come off as moochers. 


The older cousins seemed to be huddled together in a corner, with Dolores and Isabela talking 
amongst themselves, looking out into the crowd. They probably did not notice, but there was a tiny 
circle surrounding them, with guests trying their best to look at them while not getting noticed. 
Camilo was one hundred percent certain that they did, but they did not say anything. He knew that 
Isabela revelled with the attention, while his sister was definitely more of a shy beauty. Well, his 
sister was one of the most confident people he had ever known, but when it came to romance, she 
was fresh out of luck. 


But the only other person in view was Abuela, who was busy talking to Sefiora Guzmán. The two 
women sat at a table that Luisa had brought in from the outside, and the two of them were busy 
chatting and drinking out of their wine glasses. 


An older man approached the two women, with both of the older women welcoming the man, 
laughing as he approached. For a few moments, he and Sefiora Guzmán began to talk about 
something, which caused the both of them to laugh even more. This gave ample opportunity for 
Abuela to begin to cast her eyes around the room, in which she landed right on Camilo. 


Her sharp brown eyes looked him over for a few seconds, before she circled her own face with her 
index finger. Camilo was confused for a couple of seconds, with the frown on his face deepening. 


But that was the moment he realized: he was frowning. 


With all that he could muster, he sat straighter, with his back being perfectly parallel to Casita's 
walls, and put both hands on his lap. He opened his eyes more and gave his Abuela the most 
convincing smiles known to the Encanto, with teeth and all. This seemed to appease the woman, as 
she smiled back at him approvingly and went back to talking to the other townsfolk. 


"This party's lame." 


Camilo looked up and found Mirabel looking down at him, with a bored look on her face. She held 
a plate of empanadas in one hand, and a drink in the other. Camilo found himself scooting over, 
letting his cousin sit next to him. The dark haired girl put her drink in between them and the plate 
on her lap. She gestured with her hand at the two empanadas, offering him one, but he shook his 
head. She shrugged her shoulders. 


"You're telling me." Camilo sighed. 


“I mean... there's just nothing to do . None of the other kids from town are here, save for literally 
the two of us." Mirabel sighed into her food. In between bites, she let out, *And now everyone's 
paired up with one another. Isabela's with Dolores, our parents are with each other. And Luisa's 
outside doing her donkey thing. I mean, I don't even know why the other kids couldn't come." 


“I mean, it's pretty obvious." Camilo remarked, looking down into the crowd. 
"Really?" 


“Yeah.” The brown haired boy felt the urge to roll his eyes. “They basically want to have an adult 
party. But at the same time, Abuela wants to show off the family to the rest of the town." 


Mirabel gave him a look of disbelief. *No way." 


“Yes way." Camilo sighed. “Do you know how many times I've shapeshifted in the past hour? 
Literally more times than I can count." 


“Well, maybe they just want to see your powers. They are pretty cool after all.” 
Camilo just shrugged his shoulders, and didn't push the topic. 


He loved Mirabel, he really did. It was just that when it came to topics involving the family, she 
was never really good at it. In her eyes, their family could do no wrong. And as much as he agreed 
with that statement, he knew it could be a little bit much at times. 


But if there was one thing about his Abuela, it was the fact that she liked to control. It was clear as 


day to anyone who even looked at their family, Alma Madrigal loved control more than anything 
else. She was the kind of woman to want things how she would do them, or how she wanted others 
to do them. No one in the family ever really called her out on this, as they were content with her 
leadership, but sometimes... 


Sometimes nothing. They had responsibilities. Even the girl sitting next to him with no gift had 
responsibilities, even if they were not as much as the rest of the gift members of their family. It 
was their job to keep the Encanto going, and who knows what would happen if they ever stopped 
doing what they were supposed to be doing. 


“I honestly just want to go to sleep, but I know Abuela would blow a fuse if I did." Camilo rubbed 
his eyes. He was tired, from getting the party ready, and doing all that needed to be done. And 
now, as it was well after midnight, he was expected to be ready for school in the morning like 
nothing. “But I'll be fine. Maybe Ill make a cafecito or something.” 


“No, I get what you mean. I put Antonio to bed a few hours ago and he was out like a light.” 


“T m not five, but I guess it's the same thing." Camilo sighed. “And besides, if I sit here any 
longer, I think Abulea is going to have a fit with me." 


“What do you mean?" 


Camilo found himself standing, looking down at his cousin. Mirabel was looking at him curiously 
through her round green glasses. “I’ve been sitting here for the past half of an hour doing literally 
nothing. I think she wants me to talk to someone." 


Mirabel groaned. “Fine. Just leave me by myself. Lonely and hungry." 
“Well, the second part is untrue.” Camilo laughed as he looked down to her plate. 
Camilo began to walk down the steps of the Casita, and to the courtyard beneath him. 


Everyone around him didn't pay him any mind, as they were all too caught up in the music to really 
care about him. The curly headed boy was kind of short after all, but that did not stop him from 
snaking through the crowd and making his way to the kitchen. 


But before he could make it, he had to pass by Dolores and Isabela, who seemed to be engrossed in 
a conversation. The circle from around them had dissipated, leaving the two girls alone for a little 
while, though he knew that there would be another one soon. Both of the women were sitting 
straight, with their backs perfectly parallel, with their hands on their laps. They were the perfect 
image of beautiful, smart women who most of the town yearned for. 


As Camilo got closer, he noticed that Dolores was tilting her head, with her ear up in the air. It was 
clear that she was searching for something, but she had not quite found it yet. Isabela was leaning 
forward towards her cousin, obviously trying to see what the red dressed woman was going to say. 
But it was not until Dolores's mouth went wide as an ‘ʻO’ is when she finally spoke. 


“So?!” Isabela asked. 


Dolores licked her lips, and Camilo wondered how not a speck of her red lipstick disappeared. 
“He’s walking her home." 


“Oh, no. " Isabela gasped, putting both hands to her mouth. “Do you think anyone’s seen them?" 


“I wouldn't be able to tell." Dolores leaned forward, and so did the other Madrigal. “What do you 


think's going to happen if her father finds out?" 


“Well, it depends what happens after he drops her off. Is he going to be a gentleman and leave, or 
is he going to do the deed." Isabela whispered the last part, but she was not as quiet as she thought. 
Her and Dolores giggled to themselves. *Because if he does what I know what he's going to do, 
then my guess is that her dad is going to get that machete of his and show him what for." 


“Well, I don't think her dad realizes she’s left, so we'll just have to wait and see-" Dolores 
immediately cut herself off when she noticed Camilo standing there. 


“Who are you guys talking about?" 


“None of your business.” Isabela retorted, rolling her eyes. “Aren’t you supposed to be... doing 
anything but talking to us right now?" 


“Don’t be rude, Isa." Dolores gave Isabela a disapproving look. She turned back to her brother. 
“But you are bothering us. What do you want?” 


“I just needed to go to the kitchen, until I heard you guys." Camilo found himself smiling. “So who 
are we talking about?" 


" Absolutely none of your business." Isabela spat at him. She crossed her arms and gave him a 
pointed look. *You're too young to know about what we're talking about anyway." 


“Hey, I’m not that young!” He whined. 


“Fifteen is a literal child.” The black haired girl rolled her eyes at him. “Maybe when you grow up 
we can talk about stuff like this. But before then, why don’t you go to the kitchen and get yourself 
a sippy cup? I’m sure that will make you happy.” 


“Hey, Isa? Why don’t you take some thorns and stick them up your-” 
“Camilo!” Dolores hissed, looking around to see if anyone heard them. 


“What? She started it.” Pointing his chin at Isabela, who was looking away with her chin high in 
the air. 


“The both of you need to stop.” She gave both of them pointed looks before she went back to 
Camilo, with distaste in her eyes. “Besides, Abuela came over to us earlier and said that you 
seemed out of it. Mami’s already looking for you to see what’s wrong.” 


“Well if you see her, tell her I’m fine.” He grunted. And he was. He did not understand why they 
were so concerned. “I’m just tired is all. We were literally working all day. Well, most of us were 
working. Some of us actually lifted our fingers today.” 


“Fuck you, Camilo.” Isabela spat. 


“Now you two are aggravating me.” Dolores shook her head. “Just make sure you don’t do 
anything else that might set Abuela off. She wasn’t mad, just irritated at the fact that you seemed 
gloomy. Some of the townsfolk noticed.” 


Camilo rolled his eyes. “Whatever. I’m getting a coffee.” 
“You do that. And maybe you can- OW!” 


Before Isabela could even finish her sentence, Dolores kicked her in her seat. Luckily, Dolores was 


one of the slickest people he has ever met, and she did it so fast he was sure that no one had 
noticed. Isabela looked at her cousin in complete shock, and the brown headed girl just looked at 
her blankly. 


Camilo shook his head and laughed, ignoring the daggers Isabela sent him as he walked into the 
kitchen. 


The kitchen was empty when he stepped inside of it, which was quite surprising. He had half 
expected to see Tia Julieta in here, slaving away, trying to make sure that everyone was fed and 
happy for the evening. But he knew that her time in the kitchen was up, since all of the pots and 
pans were now in the sink, along with most of the leftover food being put in some containers on 
the kitchen table. But he was glad for his aunt. Even though this party was a drag, he knew the 
adults were having fun, which meant she could take a break and have some fun as well. Maybe she 
would go and dance with Agustín. 


Camilo went up to the stove and found himself smiling when he already saw a hot stove top on the 
stove, with hot air coming out of the gauge. A small coffee cup began to move on the counter, with 
the tiles of the kitchen counter helping it get to where it needed to be. 


"Casita, you are a blessing, you know that?" 
The cabinets in the kitchen began to creak open at different speeds, and Camilo laughed. 


He grabbed the stovetop and poured it into the cup. Grabbing some sugar from the cabinet, he 
poured what he knew to be a healthy serving of sugar, before he sat on the kitchen table and began 
to slowly sip at his coffee. He could still hear the silent hum of the party next door, but it was 
being drowned out by the coffee slowly going down his throat and to the bottom of his stomach. 


He just wanted this party to end. He wanted to go back into his room, take a shower, and just go to 
sleep so that he could wake up and help the town. Not that he even wanted to wake up early 
tomorrow, but at least he was going to get an adequate amount of sleep so that he could actually be 
productive instead of being a literal zombie. 


But he knew that was not going to happen. Everyone was having so much fun at this party, he 
knew it was not going to end anytime soon. And all the adults were having fun, he even saw his 
parents dancing before he approached Isabela and Dolores. And those two were a thing of their 
own, gossiping about townsfolk and telling each other secrets they had found out. Camilo knew 
Dolores would tell him everything eventually, but the two of them were having their bonding time, 
and he was aware he was interrupting. 


And Abuela was something else altogether. He thought he had proved to her that he was not as 
gloomy as he seemed to be, but apparently that little unspoken moment they had on the stairs was 
not enough to appease the woman. But could she really blame him? He had been working all day, 
and had been prepping with the rest of the family for a party they did not even have to be holding. 
They were just throwing a party for the sake of having one. And Camilo would have been fine with 
that if some of his friends could have come or something. 


There was only so much he could do to make the woman happy. Mirabel was a prime example of 
that. The giftless girl tried her best every day to prove that she was something more, but he knew 
better. They all knew better. But they just didn't say anything so that they would not hurt the girl's 
feelings. But she tried her best to prove herself to Abuela, but there was only so much a person 
without a gift can do. He feels bad for her, but he has his own problems to deal with. 


One he was finished with his coffee, he was reluctant to go back out into the party. He would just 


be spending the rest of the night trying not to fall asleep or something. Maybe he could go back and 
talk to Dolores and Isabela and spill what they were talking about. His sister did say that he was 
bothering them, but he knew if he hit her right spots then he would be able to hang out with them. 
Or perhaps he could find Mirabel again and see what she was doing... 


But right as he was going to decide, someone came stumbling into the Kitchen. 


It was a man, a tall one at that, with the most broadest shoulders that Camilo had ever seen. He had 
a thick build, with tan skin throughout his face and body. He had dark brown hair that was parted 
at his temple and fell over the side of his face, straight and elegant. He had a beard that danced 
over his sculpted jaw, along with one of the most handsomest faces in the Encanto. With warm 
brown eyes, the man scanned the kitchen for a few moments before they landed right on Camilo, 
and he smiled. 


Mariano Guzmán. 


Camilo did not know much about the man, save for the fact that he was Sefiora Guzmán's only 
son. Well, only child period, for the fact that her husband died when they were young. But other 
than that, he really did not know much about the family period. 


What he did know, however, was the fact that the Guzmán standing in front of him was one of the 
leading bachelors of the entire Encanto. And it made sense, for the most part at least. The man was 
good looking, from what people told him anyway, and he was tall and all that good stuff. Camilo 
wasn't very tall himself, but his mother swears that he was going to be as tall as her one day. He 
was not sure about all that, considering that his dad wasn't the tallest man out there, but he could 
still hope. 


Camilo set his coffee cup on the table and looked at the man curiously. In the man's hand, was a 
bucket of empty dishes, which he assumed the man was going to drop off here. But why did he 
have the dishes in the first place? 


“Hey.” Camilo greeted the man. 


“Hello, Camilo!” The man greeted warmly. He fumbled with some of the dishes in his hands, and 
looked around. “So where can I put these?" 


"Over there." Camilo pointed at the kitchen sink. 


The man smiled gratefully at him before he trudged to the kitchen sink, and gently put them in the 
sink one by one, making sure none of the ware would break. It was much the opposite of how 
Camilo does it, with him just throwing them in the sink and hoping that none of them would break. 
His mami has told him repeatedly not to do that, but none of the dishes have broken thus far, so he 
would keep doing it until they did. 


The man then turned around and looked at the young boy. “So what are you doing here by 
yourself?" 


Camilo shrugged. “Just getting some coffee, that's all.” 
“Mind if I join you?” 
“Um...sure?” 


The man smiled gratefully at Camilo and Casita pulled out the chair that was sitting right in front 
of the curly haired boy. Mariano thanked the house as he sat down, and he looked at Camilo 


kindly. 


The two of them did not say anything at first. Camilo just kept sipping at the last of his coffee, not 
feeling entirely energetic, but there definitely was a kick coming in. Mariano just kept looking 
around the room with that same kind expression on his face, but it was obvious that the two of 
them did not know what to say to one another. 


Camilo has never really talked to Mariano, save for events like these where they say ‘hi’ and all 
that good jazz. The two of them have actually never had a full one on one with one another, so it 
was a little awkward if he was being honest with himself. He wondered just why the brown haired 
man wanted to sit with him in the first place when the party outside was definitely better than 
talking to him. Camilo did have good conversation skills, he was a Madrigal, after all, but he did 
not know whether or not he would be able to hold an interesting conversation with the Guzmán 
sitting in front of him. 


“So what are you doing back here?" Mariano asked. The man put two elbows on the table, looking 
down at the smaller male. 


Camilo had half of a thought to tell the man the truth and tell him he was hiding from the world, 
but he knew his Abuela would not like that one bit. And he surely did not need his mom in his 
other ear telling him how rude it was to see guests as a nuisance. So he decided to go with a half 
truth. 


“I just wanted to get some coffee. Give me a boost." 


“Tt is getting kind of late." Mariano nodded his head at that. Something changed in the man's warm 
brown eyes at that. *Or maybe you're just hiding from the world." 


Camilo almost choked on the last of his coffee, setting the mug back down on the table. “I’m really 
not-" 


Mariano waved him off, laughing as he did so. “I’m just kidding, Camilo. But I get it. It is late after 
all. I wouldn't blame you if you were tired." Camilo found himself nodding his head at that. “But 
where are all of you friends? I hear you have quite a lot." 


“Not a lot, but... they weren't allowed to come.” 
Mariano scrunched his eyebrows. “Why not?" 


“Because there really was not supposed to be a lot of kids at this party. Save for my siblings and 
my cousins.” He answered honestly. Which he probably should not have, but he was not in the 
mood to sugar coat things. But when he saw the stricken look on Mariano’s face, he felt himself 
back tracking. “But it’s fine! I mean, I have my family, so I’m fine.” 


Mariano nodded his head, but he did not look convinced. “Maybe. But you did seem a little 
bummed out on those stairs though.” 


Camilo felt himself stiffen. 


Mariano had seen that he was gloomy on top of the stairs? Camilo does not know why he was so 
surprised at the fact, since he was technically the one displaying his entire emotions for the whole 
Encanto to see, but he was sure that no one was looking. He did not even see the brown haired man 
at the party all night, how did he even notice Camilo in the first place? 


“Hey.” Mariano laughed. The man reached forward and placed a hand on the boy’s wrist. “No one 


was really paying attention anyway. Well, save for your Abuela." 


Camilo looked down at the man's hand on his wrist. Mariano's hand was large, larger than 
anything he had ever seen. The man's hand had completely surrounded his entire wrist, making 
Camilo feel smaller than he knew he already was. They kind of reminded him of his dad's but less 
chubbier and more defined. Mariano's hand felt like a pillow against his entire wrist, and he 
couldn't help but wonder if the man had lifted anything in his life. Besides weights of course. 


The smile on Mariano's face slowly went away as his brown eyes trailed down to look at Camilo's 
wrist. He immediately pulled his hand away, and Camilo found that his wrist was feeling colder 
than it should have been. 


"Oh, uh... sorry. Didn't mean to touch." The man smiled sheepishly at the golden brown haired 
boy, trying to hide his nervousness through his perfectly white teeth. 


"You're fine." Camilo said honestly. But he would not say that he liked the touch. But he needed to 
find a way to switch the topic. “What were you doing with all of those dishes?" 


Mariano lit up at the prospect. “Well, I was trying to see if Señora Julieta needed help with 
anything, since she was the one serving all of the food. I really didn't see anyone helping her, so I 
offered to help clean up." 


“None of my other family members were helping?" 


“They all seemed kind of busy." Mariano shrugged his shoulders. “So I offered to help. But she of 
course refused, but I think I was able to get through to her." 


The man winked at him, and Camilo felt the urge to squirm. 
“So she told you to just pick up the dishes?" 


He nodded. “She had already collected them, and seemed to be too much for her to handle, so I just 
took them out of her hand before she would drop them. It was actually kind of funny." He laughed. 
"Like I said, she refused, but I already took the dishes out of her hands, so she just looked at me 
gratefully and told me to take them to the kitchen." 


"She appreciates it. She does do all the cooking around here anyway." 
“All of it?” 
Camilo found himself nodding. 


Julieta does all of the cooking in the house, down to every crumb. That was her job after all, and 
since her entire gift stems around cooking, it made sense for her to do so. But he did offer from 
time to time to help, but she always refused. His mom always yells at her sister, saying that even 
though Julieta was the cook of the family, that they all could help in the kitchen, but she always 
refused. So Camilo was honestly surprised that she accepted Mariano’s help so easily. Maybe 
because it was simply the dishes and not the actual cooking involved. 


Mariano’s eyebrows were scrunched, but he did not say anything for a while, lost in deep 
concentration. “So she does all of the cooking?” 


Camilo sighed. “We offer to help, but she doesn’t like it. I don’t think it’s a control thing, more so 
it’s her job and she feels like she needs to do it.” 


The brown haired man nodded his head. “I’m glad she's able to relax then." The man then grinned. 
“Maybe she'll take after you and hide in the kitchen.” 


Camilo laughed at that. “I doubt it. Even though this is her domain, it's also her work place, so I 
doubt she'll be in here anytime soon." 


Mariano chuckled. “Maybe.” 
The two sat in an easy silence for a few seconds, before Camilo looked down at his coffee mug. 


“Oh!” Made the move to stand, but when Mariano looked at him in confusion, he sat back down in 
his seat sheepishly. “Would you like a coffee? My mom would be screaming at me for not offering 
you one.” 


“Well aren’t you a little gentleman.” Mariano chuckled. 
“Hey, I’m not little!” Camilo huffed. 
Mariano did not look convinced. “Yes, you are.” 


Camilo found himself huffing before he stood in his seat. “I'll show you ‘little’... how about... 
this!" 


Camilo felt himself spinning, and he transformed himself into José Rivera, putting on a ridiculous 
pose. 


José Rivera was a tall man, and he was pretty sure he was just as tall as the man standing in front of 
him. The man was bald, with the sides of his head being the only thing that actually had hair. José 
worked at the carpenter's store on the other side of town, which meant that the man was the perfect 
height to reach for things that most people could not grasp if they were not well above six feet tall. 


Mariano's eyes went wide for a few seconds, before he leaned back in his seat and laughed. It was 
a nice, deep cut laugh that vibrated the room, and if Camilo did not know any better, he would 
have assumed it was Casita telling them how they felt. The man's eyes were crinkled shut, with his 
brown hair falling over the side of his face. 


And Camilo just stared at him. 


Something changed in Camilo right then. Even though he was in someone else's body, it was still 
his own, and let's just say his body felt hot. It was like the room had turned a million degrees all at 
once, as if casita had turned on the oven. He felt his entire heart feel like it was going to jump out 
of his chest as he looked at the Guzmán laughing in front of him, and he did not know what it 
meant. 


After a while, Camilo found himself smiling. “All right, it's not that funny..." 
“Tt really is." Mariano wiped a tear from his eye. “Can you replicate his voice too?" 


Camilo closed his eyes, and tried his best to remember what the man's voice sounded like. 
"Mariano! Que tál, primo?" 


The brown haired man looked impressed. “Spot on! Is it hard to do voices?" 
“I mean, when I first started.” Camilo admitted. “My sister was the one to actually teach me." 


“Oh?” 


“Yeah.” He nodded his head, sitting back down, still in José's form. “Since her power deals with 
sounds, she taught me that different voices make different sounds and all that good stuff. I basically 
just had to morph my voice box to mimic what they sound like. She says it's whether they talk 
through their throat or through their chest. And breathing goes into it too." 


"That's so cool." Mariano nodded his head. “But it's still not you, you know." 
“What do you mean?" 


Mariano slightly sobered up, but there was still that high from laughing all over his face. “I think I 
prefer you shorter." 


“But when I’m taller I can help out more.” He pointed out. 


“Yeah, but I like the way you look normally." Mariano said sheepishly. “I think you look nice 
shorter. It suits you.” 


Camilo... didn't really know what to say to that. 


For the most part of his life, he shapeshifted so that he could help the family whenever need be. Of 
course, he did not shapeshift only to become taller and stronger, that was all Luisa’s job, he did do 
tons of women as well. But no one in his life had ever told him that they liked him shorter. Sure, 
his mom says that he was perfect the way he was, but it never really applied to his height. Camilo 
always wished he was naturally taller, but those insecurities died away when he could literally 
shapeshift into whoever he wanted all of the time. 


Yet it would be a lie if he said he wanted his natural body to be slightly different. He did want to be 
taller, want to be more than what his shapeshifting allowed him to be. No one has ever really told 
him that they liked Camilo’s body for his own, at least someone that was not his mother. Not even 
his Abuela has ever told him he was perfect the way he was, not in the way she would tell Isabela 
every chance she got. 


Camilo did not even realize it, but he found himself shapeshifting back into his original body. 
“There he is.” Mariano said smiling. 
Camilo felt his heart race at Mariano’s kind smile. “D-do you still want that coffee?” 


Mariano sighed, looking out towards the kitchen door. “Maybe not today. My mama’s probably 
looking for me. And you too I bet. " he then gave Camilo a pointed look. “Wait, not my mom, I 
meant your mom-” 


Camilo laughed. “No, I get it.” 


“Whatever.” Mariano pouted. Camilo could not help but stare at the older man’s lips as he did so. 
Mariano began to stand and he looked down at Camilo. “But I don’t think anyone is missing you 
right now, if that’s anything to go by. So you can just huddle up here for a little while longer.” 


Camilo nodded his head. “Umm... all right.” 
Mariano smiled at that. “All right then. See you later, Camilo.” 


And with that, the man left, leaving Camilo alone in the kitchen. 


Chapter 2: The Man at the Party, Part 2 
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Chapter 2: The Man at the Party, Part 2 
Camilo woke up next morning feeling exactly the way he thought he was going to feel: like crap. 


But even if he felt letting his bed swallow him whole, he knew better than to be late for breakfast 
with the rest of his family. So he did what he knew was right and trudged himself out of bed, 
getting ready for the day he knew he was going to despise with all his might. 


He ignored the headache he felt as he walked out of his room and down the steps of Casita, passing 
the same spot where he sat most of the night looking out towards the guests. He wondered if 
Mirabel spent the rest of the night on the steps, but he knew better to assume that his cousin would 
sit in one place at a time. Mirabel Madrigal was not the type of girl to sit still, so he does not know 
why he thinks that today was going to be the day that she changed. 


When he got to the dining room, most of his family were already sitting down. Their plates in front 
of them were full of food, but most of them were talking amongst themselves, waiting for who 
appears to be Abuela who has not shown her face as of yet. 


Camilo took his place next to Isabela, who was too busy looking at her nails to acknowledge his 
presence. On the other side of him was Mirabel, who was looking at him with a smile on her face. 
Her teeth shined so bright that they almost burned his eye out of their sockets. Yeah, Mirabel was 
definitely a morning person. 


“Morning!” 
*Mornin'." Camilo mumbled to himself. 


He leaned forward and grabbed the coffee pot on the table, and began to pour himself a cup. He 
knew that he was technically not eating, so he was not being disrespectful towards anyone in 
particular. He made his coffee the way he liked it with the sugar in front of him. 


Mirabel laughed. “Have a rough night?” 


Camilo grunted. “No. Just don’t like how we had a party and now have to wake up early in the 
morning. I’m sure everyone else is sleeping as we speak.” 


“I don't really mind it though!” Camilo gave the girl an unconvincing look. She gave a dry laugh. 
“Okay, maybe not at the crack of dawn. But I do like getting up early. We can get more things 
done.” 


“And I like sleeping. I can actually be rested before we get to work.” Camilo grunted into his 
coffee. 


* Amen to that.” Isabela muttered from next to him. 


"And she speaks!" Camilo taunted. Isabela rolled her eyes. “And how was the rest of your night? 
Did you ever find out what man and woman were going to do?” 


“Even if we did, I sure as hell wouldn’t tell you. You’re too young to know about that stuff.” 


“Hey, I know more than you think!” The brown haired boy defended himself. “I mean, it’s pretty 
obvious that the two of them were going to-” 


Before he could even finish his sentence, Isabela kicked him from under the table. 


The pain to his left leg was quick and swift, and he almost dropped his coffee in the process. But 
similar to his sister, Isabela was good at doing things and not being noticed, so none of their family 
around them noticed that she had even kicked him. Camilo set his coffee on the table, almost 
spilling it in the process, but thankfully he was not able to get any coffee stains on it. He then 
turned to his cousin, and gave her a pointed look. 


“Ow. » 


“Watch what you say.” Isabela pointed her chin behind him, and he turned around to look right in 
Mirabel's big brown eyes. 


“What were they going to do?" She asked. 
“Nothing!” The two of them said at once. 


Mirabel looked like she wanted to say more, but Abuela then walked into the room, taking her spot 
at the head of the table. Camilo was thankful that the woman did so, because he would not know 
what he would do if they were to keep going with this conversation. Isabela's brown eyes pierced 


his green ones for a few moments before she turned back to look at their Abuela. 


"Good morning, Family." A chorus of good mornings and buenos dias sang around the room. 
Camilo himself even found himself muttering it as the woman sat down. “I apologize for being 
late, I was just getting ready for a package that needs to get sent out." 


Since Abuela had sat down, this gave everyone permission to start eating, and Camilo did not 
realize how hungry he actually was until he started putting food in his mouth. Julieta had decided 
to make her famous arepas this morning, and she had even filled his plate for a few extra than 
normal. He would have to thank her later. 


"A package for what, Mami?" Pepa asked. 


Abuela had picked up her fork and knife. *Oh, just something that I need to give the Guzmán's 
before the end of the day. I had promised her some of our pitayas since her's had gotten rotten in an 
accident. I was in the back all this morning picking the best for them." 


Both Camilo and Isabela both stiffened at the name. 


“You and Sefiora Guzman seemed to be having such a good time last night.” Julieta commented. 
His aunt smiled as she looked at her mother. 


Abuela nodded her head. “It was nice of her to come. Even if the party was last minute.” The white 
haired woman then turned to the black haired girl sitting next to him. “Isabela.” 


Isabela was half way from putting a piece of egg in her mouth, before she looked over at their 
Abuela. The woman was smiling kindly at her, and the long haired girl slowly set her fork back on 
her plate, giving the woman her full attention. A small smile began to form on her perfect features. 


“Yes?” She asked sweetly. 
“What do you think of Mariano Guzman?” 
Camilo felt his heart pump at the name. 


For a few seconds, Isabela seemed at a loss for words. “I... think he’s nice. I haven’t really talked 
to him much outside of parties and such. I’ve seen him perform at El Valle, and he does have a 
lovely singing voice.” 


“He does, doesn’t he?” Abuela agreed. “I think it would be best for you to get to know him. He 
does seem like a lovely man after all. And handsome at that.” 


Isabela swallowed. “Of course, Abuela." 


“Actually, didn’t you speak to him last night, Camilo?” Julieta asked. “I sent him to the kitchen to 
put the dishes away, and he came back saying he spoke to you.” The woman then smiled. “He said 
that you were such a nice boy.” 


All eyes were now on Camilo. He felt like a deer in headlights. And what made matters worse was 
the fact that he had a whole arepa in his mouth. 


As Camilo chewed the last of the food, he quickly took in what his aunt had said to him. Mariano 
said that he was a good boy to talk to? He really did not think that he did much to impress the man, 
save for the little shapeshifting bit he did for the man. But other than that he considered their 
conversation to be a normal one. But he was able to make the man laugh, but in a way that Camilo 


has never made anyone laugh before. Or at least made him feel like he's ever made anyone laugh 
before. 


Camilo was going to open his mouth, but his dad cut him off. 
“Finish chewing, mijo." The man instructed. His mother rolled her eyes, but she smiled at him. 


Camilo swallowed. *He was nice. We really didn't talk about much. Just the family and stuff like 
that." 


Agustín smiled at him from next to his wife. “Well, he had to have done more than that. You were 
gloomy all night, but once you stepped out of the kitchen, it was like you were a whole other 
person." 


“T guess?" 
“You don’t ‘guess,’ Camilo." His Abuela chided. “It’s either you know or you don’t.” 


The shapeshifter struggled to find his words. “I wasn’t ‘gloomy’ I was just a bit tired, is all. So I 
went to the kitchen to get some coffee, and he came in and we just spoke. Nothing important, but 
he did help me get my energy back." 


Abuela smiled. “You hear that, Isabela? Such a kind young man to help your primo feel better.” 
The white haired woman nodded her head in approval. 


Isabela eyed Camilo sitting next to her, and he could not help but squirm under her gaze. “Quite.” 


“You know what? Camilo," The golden brown haired boy turned to his abuela. “Why don't after 
breakfast you go and deliver that package? Maybe you can get to know the man some more. And 
talk about Isabela while you're at it." 


“T-” He found himself wanting to refuse the idea, but his voice was caught in his throat. That's 
fine." 


Great. Now he had to deliver a package to the Guzmán's, a family he was not going to talk to for 

another who knows how long. He kind of remembers where they lived, it was actually quite close 
to where their own house lay down the street. But he would have to ask Mirabel where they lived, 
since the girl knew everything that happened inside of the Encanto. 


It was actually quite obsessive. 


But that meant he was going to have to talk with Mariano again. He did not even know what he 
would say to the man, or how he would greet him. Camilo knew they had spoken last night, but 
maybe the conversation they shared together was not as memorable as he was making it out to be. 
But maybe he would not even see the man, since he did live with his mother. Yeah. He would just 
drop off the package at the front steps if no one opened the door. His mother did have a job after, 
he forgets where though. So maybe he could avoid the interaction as much as he could. 


But Abuela did seem happy at his agreement. “Wonderful. But now onto more pressing topics." 
The woman then set her eyes dead set on Antonio, who was too busy happily eating his arepa to 
really notice her stare. “Now, Antonio's gift ceremony is happening in a few weeks. And as I know 
that still a few ways away, I think we should start preparing now." 


“A few weeks is still a small amount of time. But I think it is smart to start now." Julieta nodded 
her head. “There is going to be a lot of food that needs to be made. We'll be feeding almost the 


entire Encanto." 


“Then I'd suggest you start making your orders, mi niña. I'd start with the butcher, he's actually 
having a sale this week. Maybe you could set something up before they go back up." Julieta 
nodded her head. “Agustin, I trust you can prepare the music?" 


“Who else shall do it, Doña?” The man smiled at the woman. 
"Of course. Dolores, you can make the invitations. Find out who can come and who can't." 
Dolores did not look up from her plate. “Claro, Abuela.” 


“T I figure out what the rest of you can do in the meantime. Luisa, would you be able to make a 
ring around the house for the town's donkeys...?" 


Camilo drowned the rest of the conversation after that. 


For the rest of the breakfast, his family, most of the adults, spoke about Antonio's gift giving 
ceremony that was coming up in the next few weeks. It would be the first one since Mirabel's, and 
it was actually causing quite a stir amongst the town. Some were even speculating if the little boy 
would get a gift at all, at least that's what Dolores tells him, especially because of how Mirabel's 
gift giving ceremony went. 


That was because Mirabel didn't get one. 


But Camilo did not ponder on that topic for long, as it was a painful memory for all of them, though 
he was a little too young to fully remember what had happened. 


Either way, breakfast had lasted for another half hour, but everyone soon began to disperse after 
that, doing their daily tasks. Isabela was the first one to leave the table, and as she gracefully 
swallowed her food and made a swift exit. He was sure that no one else had noticed her even 
leaving, but he really did not care. Luisa, Mirabel, and Dolores all left together, and all of the 
parents soon after that. Antonio had left the room, following a random rat that had appeared out of 
the corner. He was glad that none of the other adults had seen it, as he knew they would have a fit. 


And that just left him and Abuela. 
“Camilo?” The woman asked from her seat. 


The brown haired boy had been long done with his food, and he looked up at the woman. Since 
they were still in their original seats, there was a good amount of distance between them. But even 
so, he was not able to escape the piercing gaze of his abuela. 


“Yes?” 
“Was there something wrong last night?” She asked. “You seemed a bit down.” 
Camilo gulped. “N-not really. lm fine.” 


“Are you sure, mijo?” She seemed genuine, but Camilo knew that she wanted more. “Because your 
uncle was right. You did seem a bit gloomy at the party. Was it because your friends couldn’t 
come?” 


“I...” That was the most painful part of it, but Camilo could not give her the full answer even if he 
tried. So he just opted with giving her the half truth. “Yes.” 


“Ay Cami." Abuela sighed. “Sometimes, we won't always be able to do things with our friends. 
One day, you're going to become an adult, and go to parties only made for them. You'll understand 
once you get older, okay?" 


Camilo really did not understand. What was going to be different when he got older? He was sure 
he was going to be the same person then, so why was things apparently going to change? But 
Camilo knew he could not ask Abuela that, so he just nodded his head. 


"Okay." 
“Perfecto.” The woman smiled at him. “But there is something else." 
Camilo looked at the women curiously. 


“When you go to the Guzmáns, they will surely invite you inside. They are a civilized family after 
all. But while you are there, please try to talk up Isabela as much as you can. Not obviously, of 
course, but just enough." His grandmother looked at him expectantly. “Al right?" 


No, it was most definitely not all right. His plan was to literally just drop the fruits off on their 
front porch and book it as fast as possible, why was she now making him stay longer there than he 
actually had to? 


“TI try.” 


Abuela smiled at him. “I know you will." The elder then stood, pushing down the wrinkles of her 
dress. *Now let's go get that basket so you can be on your way." 


-000- 


Everything in Camilo's body was telling him to run when he saw the front steps of La Casa 
Guzmán. 


The Guzmán household was not that far from Casita, just a few ways down the road. Camilo 
thought he was going to ask Mirabel for directions, but it turns out Abuela knew the way as well. 
The two were similar when it came to knowing what was going on in the Encanto, but that was 
where their similarities ended. But unlike most of the houses in the Encanto, which were huddled 
together kindly, La Casa Guzmán sat by itself on the outer outskirts of the small town, sitting by 
itself in front of the main river. It was actually kind of similar to his own house, but of course 
smaller. 


And not, well... alive. 


Brick steps led up towards the house, and he felt his stomach drop the more he approached the 
wooden door. Once, Camilo was on the front steps, he looked down at the package in his hands. 


It was a small woven basket that Mirabel had made a few months ago before the spring. She made 
them particularly so they could collect the fruits that would grow in the garden in the back. Her 
mother was most appreciative of it, and so was the rest of the family, since they would be able to 
carry the fruits inside easier. And now, Abuela had used the baskets as a gift to the Guzmán's, with 
the basket carrying some of the reddest pitayas in the entire Encanto. 


With all of the courage he could muster, he slowly raised his hand up and softly pressed a single 
finger tip to the doorbell, hearing the slight hum of alarm coming from the inside. 


Camilo waited. And waited. And waited a little more. 


All right. He tried his best. It looked like nobody was home at the moment. And even though the 
town was small, it was not tiny. He could be walking around all day before he found either of the 
two Guzmáns. So the best thing to do next would be to just leave the basket here and wait and it 
would be waiting for the two when they got home. That would be the most sensible thing to do 
after all. 


So that's exactly what Camilo does. He set's the bucket down on the front porch, and makes sure 
that the clothes that surrounded the fruits were tied so that no bugs would be able to go at them. 
And even though it was stretching into summer, the fruits would be fine if he left them in the 
shade, and thankfully, the front steps had an awning, so they would be perfectly fine being left 
there by themselves. 


Once the fruits were all set, he immediately began to walk down the front steps of the Guzmán 
house, ready to get out of there. 


He knew Abuela would have been mad that he was not able to talk well about Isabela, but there 
was really nothing he could do. He could not exactly talk to people who were not home, and he 
surely was not going to run around town trying to look for them. He had responsibilities. Kind of. 
So his day would be wasted when he could be actually helping the Encanto instead of trying to 
seem like he was kissing Isabela's- 


He heard the door open behind him. 
"Camilo?" 


The Madrigal squealed and found himself turning into someone who was most definitely not a 
Madrigal. 


That was because Camilo panick shifted and turned into Juancho Gonzalez. 


Juancho Gonzalez was a little boy who lived with his mother and father on the other side of town. 
He was actually one of Antonio’s best friends, save for two other girls Cecilia and Alexandra. 
Junacho himself was a very twitchy kind of boy, since he drank coffee by the gallon every hour. 
Camilo does not know where the boy get’s the coffee from, but he knew it was nowhere good. 


But even so, Camilo whipped up the courage, and turned around. 


Standing halfway into the doorway was none other than Mariano Guzman, in all his tall glory. He 
looked between Camilo and the fruit basket at his feet, unsure of himself. 


He looked back up. “Um... you are Camilo, right?” 


Maybe he would lie. The Guzman standing in front of him looked so confused right now, maybe he 
could find a way to pretend that he was indeed Juancho, and that this was all some sort of big 
understanding. But with the way the man was looking so innocently at the disguised boy, Camilo 
could not help but feel a little bad. 


So he shifted back. 
Camilo cleared his throat. “Hey...” 


Mariano still looked confused for a few seconds, before he leaned down and picked up the basket 
with the bowl of his hands. He untied the knot that Camilo had knotted and eyed the fruits that 
were inside, before a look of realization hit his handsome features. 


“Oh! Are these the pitayas for mi mama?" He asked. Camilo slowly nodded his head. “Thank you 
for bringing them! Your Abuela was saying that she was going to send someone to bring them 
yesterday, but we did not know who it was we were supposed to be looking for. But I’m glad it 
was you." 


“I-I it was no big deal. She asked me to do it." Camilo hated it when he stuttered. But he was sure 
that the brown haired man in front of him did not realize it. 


“Oh, it doesn't matter. You still brought them though." He smiled. “Would you like to come in?" 


Okay. At first, he did not want to go in. In fact, just a few seconds ago, he wanted nothing more 
than to go back to the house and fall asleep under his covers so he does not have to see Guzmán 
ever again. But watching the man here, literally inviting him into his home, it felt like something 
that Camilo had never experienced before. And besides, this was what his Abulea wanted, right? 
Except for the part of him talking about Isabela, yeah, he was most definitely not going to do that. 


The man then pouted. “Unless you need to do something else. Your family and you are always 
busy..." 


“No!” Camilo cleared his throat. “Uh, no actually. I’m pretty free this morning. Not doing much. I 
can come for a little bit." 


Mariano smiled. “Great! lll make us some coffee." 


Camilo couldn't help but smile at that. He trudged up the steps of La Casa Guzmán and passed the 
tall man, smelling the man's potent cologne as he did so. And Mariano shut the door behind him. 


Mariano's home was nothing to write home about, but it was definitely bigger than most of his 
friends in the Encanto. From what his family tells him, the Guzmán's have been here since the 
creation of the Encanto. But unlike most families, they built their house way out from everyone so 
it could be bigger than most of the houses in the town. Not that there was anything wrong with 
that, it was just that people in the Encanto wanted to live smaller, to only build what they needed. 
And plus, people liked living near one another. It was nice just to walk a few feet and be greeted 
by a neighbor. 


The house was more of a traditional type, with it being mostly inside. But to save itself from the 
heat, they had all of its windows open, letting the soft cool breeze of the Encanto come into the 
house. Camilo felt a breeze hit his face, and he was glad that his mother was in a good mood today, 
as the day was beautiful. 


Mariano stepped in front of him and smiled. “T ll take these to the kitchen. Lucky for you I already 
have coffee on the stove." 


Camilo followed Mariano through the home, and soon found himself inside the kitchen. It was 
actually fairly small compared to the rest of the house, but it was a nice size for a single woman 
and her son. The brown haired boy could have already smelled the coffee before they even got into 
the kitchen. 


Mariano set the fruit basket down onto the counter. He approached the already done coffee and 
turned the stove off, grabbing two cups and plates from the counter. He set both pairs of cups and 
plates on top of a wooden tray next to the stove, before he went for the coffee. He grabbed the 
handle of the coffee and poured it inside both of the cups, obviously making sure not to spill it all 
over the counter. Mariano proceeded to then get a cup of sugar cubes and place them on the tray. 


"Let's have coffee on the back porch. The view from there's awesome." 


Camilo found himself nodding at that, and followed the man with the tray. They went down 
another hall, and were greeted with two doors that were opened, revealing a patio. 


And the view was breathtaking. 


He could see the entire main river flow from behind the house and around it, going into the town. 
The house was similar to his own, where they were on a hill and was able to see the entire town 
from the second floor. But of course, his house was on the toppest hill of the Encanto, so it made 
sense that the view would be beautiful. But even so, he was able to see a good chunk of everything 
from where he was standing. From the highest mountains of the Encanto, to the town deep within 
its valley. His favorite part about the view though was how he could see his own home from here, 
right at the toppest hill. And with the way Casita was moving their shutters, he half suspected he 
was being waved at from ways over. 


The patio itself was not that big, save for the coffee table and the chairs and couch that sat on it. 
The couch though, was the seat that was facing the view, so it was the seat that Camilo naturally 
took. He had suspected that Mariano would take the seat across from him, but he was wrong. The 
man sat right next to Camilo, setting the tray down on the coffee table, smiling as he did so. 


The golden brown haired boy tried his best to ignore the proximity. 
“Tt may not be as good as La Casa Madrigal-” 
“La Casita Madrigal." He instantly corrected. 


Mariano smiled. “Perdón. It may not be as good as La Casita Madrigal, but I think it has its 
perks." 


Camilo agreed. “No, it's nice.” 


"[sn't it?" Mariano faced forward and began to prepare both of their coffees. He started putting 
sugar in both of their cups, before he paused and looked at him. “Please don’t tell me you only take 
your coffee black." 


Camilo snickered. *No, I’m not a heathen.” 
"Thank god." Mariano laughed. 


After he was done stirring, he passed the cup to Camilo, and the boy thanked him for it. Camilo 
brought the coffee up to his lips and tasted the hot brown liquid. It definitely tasted different than 
the beans that they had at their house, but it was still good nonetheless. And Mariano had made it 
for him after all, so he was going to drink it either way. His mother had raised him to accept the 
gifts people gave him, no matter how bad they were. And he was never going to say no to a cup of 
coffee. 


The two of them drank their coffees in silence for a few moments with neither of them saying a 
word. But it wasn't an awkward silence, it was actually kind of comfortable. 


But Camilo decided to take the time to get a good look at Mariano. He knows he has already said it 
a thousand times already, but the man was handsome. Like, really handsome. His brown eyes were 
focused on a certain part of the Encanto that Camilo could not pinpoint with his green eyes, but he 

really was not paying attention to that. No, his eyes were focused on the man in front of him. 


Camilo has decided that his favorite thing about the man was his beard. His dad had a mustache, 
and his uncle had a goatee going on with him, but neither of them had real beards. But even so, he 
liked the way Mariano's beard looked on his face. It was a natural look. He knew that both of the 
male figures in his life took care of their facial hair, but he wondered if Mariano ever did. Was it 
completely natural, or did he take care of it like they did? 


"Can I ask you a question?" 

Mariano's brown eyes snapped back into focus and he looked at the curly headed boy. “Shoot.” 
“How do you take care of your beard?" 

This obviously caught the man off guard. "Huh?" 


"Like..." Camilo found himself looking down into the cup of coffee, feeling his ears burn up. 
“How do you take care of your beard? Is it naturally like that, or do you have to cut it or 
something?" 


Mariano slowly raised his hand up to his face, rubbing his jawline with his palm. “Well, I have to 
trim it and wash it and stuff. Or else it'll get brittle and rough." 


"Really?" 


“Yeah.” He nodded his head. “You have curly hair. If you don't wash it for a while it stops being 
soft and stuff, right?" 


Camilo found himself nodding. 


“Beards are the same way. It's still your hair, but you gotta take care of it. Or else I'll look 
homeless. At least from what my mama says." He chuckled that last part, and Camilo found 
himself amused as well. Mariano sipped into his coffee, wiping his mouth with his hand once he 
was done. ^Why? Can't wait to grow one of your own?" 


“I mean...maybe? I can just shapeshift to someone who has one." 


“But it's not the same as growing one yourself!" He exclaimed with a new found energy that 
surprised Camilo. “I remember when I started growing hair. It was around my mid teens. Kind of 
like where you are now!" 


“I don't think ll grow anything. My dad doesn’t really grow a beard." 


"Are you kidding me?" Mariano laughed. “Félix Madrigal used to be a womanizer before he met 
your mom. I wasn't that older either, but I remember when I was younger and he would walk 
around town with the fullest of beards. Pretty sure that's what won your mom over." 


"Really?" Camilo asked, intrigued. 


“Definitely.” The brown haired man nodded her head. “But to be honest, I’m pretty sure it took 
more than that to win your mom over. She's a catch if you know what I mean." 


Camilo made a vomiting sound. “Gross! I know my mom's hot, but I don't need you to shove it 
down my throat." 


Mariano laughed. “Of course." 


But it was funny to think about. His father had a full beard. He has never really seen his father with 


one. Or the man even have a smidge of stubble. But maybe if he rummaged through Casita, or 
maybe even as the house itself if there was a picture lying around anywhere. He could maybe even 
as his mom, she would surely tell him. Pepa did love to gossip, where did one think Dolores got it 
from? 


“So what do you like to do, Camilo? Besides shapeshifting, of course." 


Camilo thought about it for a few moments. “Well, I just help out with the family a lot. I don't 
really do much." 


“Now I know that's a lie.” Mariano gave him a look. “There has to be something you do outside of 
family duties." 


“Well...” Camilo pondered, smiling shyly. “There is something..." 
“What is it?" 


“But it does have to do with shapeshifting.” Camilo admitted. He then laughed. “I don't know if 
you know this, but I kind of have a reputation of being the funniest person in my family." 


“Yeah, I actually do hear that alot." Mariano chuckled. 


"And being funny means making some awesome pranks. Wanna hear one?" 
“T have a feeling you're going to tell me anyway.” 


Camilo set his coffee on the table and faced towards the man. He crossed his legs on top of the 
couch and smiled when the Guzmán turned his entire body as well, giving Camilo his undivided 
attention. 


“So, basically, before I can tell you the story, I gotta tell you a secret." Mariano's eyebrows raised, 
and he slightly leaned in. “My Prima Luisa? She actually hates the dark." 


Mariano gasped. “No way. A big girl like her afraid of the dark?" 


“Mhm.” Camilo smiled. “So a couple of nights ago I was going to get some water in the kitchen, 
and he found her rummaging through the fridge at the dead of night. Which she does from time to 
time. Luisa's a big girl, she has to feed all her muscles." 


Mariano huffed. “That I know." 


Camilo resisted the urge to look at the man's arms. “So she’s there in the kitchen. And I knew it 
was a perfect moment to get her." The golden brown haired boy could not help but chuckle before 
he could even get to the good part. *So I tip toe behind her, and turn into Don Espina!" 


Camilo shapeshifted into the man. 


Don Espina lived on the farside of town, down near the old well. He really did not talk to many 
people, save for Abuela who would visit the man, but he really did not leave his home much. The 
man himself was tall, taller than most, and was almost Luisa's height. With silver white hair, and 
pale skin, and the most piercing blue eyes any of them have ever seen, the man was a fright to look 
at, even Camilo. But it was perfect for the moment, as Luisa has always thought the man looked 
like a ghost. 


Mariano let out a hearty laugh. "Isn't that the old man who lives by the old well?" 


Camilo quickly nodded his head. “Yes! She's always been terrified of him since we were kids. And 
when I tell you she screamed so loud that the entire house heard." 


“What happened next?" 


His laugh began to turn into a small hiss. *Well, I got her all right. But she screamed while she had 
an arepa in her mouth!" He giggled. *But um... she then proceeded to punch me in the stomach." 


“Were you hurt?!” 


“Oh, most definitely." He chuckled. He was laughing, but Mariano looked more concerned than 
anything. Camilo kind of liked that he was concerned about him, but he did not focus too much on 
that. “Yeah, so, I went from laughing my ass off, to getting punched across the kitchen and into the 
counter. And when I tell you it hurt like a b- it hurt a lot, I mean it.” 


“You can cuss around me, I don’t mind.” 


Camilo grinned. “It hurt like a fucking bitch. I shapeshifted back.” Camilo returned himself back to 
his body. “But once Luisa heard my literal moans of pain, she rushed to me and literally picked me 
up in her arms, and ran to her mom’s room.” 


Mariano pouted his lips, giving the boy a look of sympathy. “She probably felt bad for hurting 


you.” 

“Yeah, she apologized a million times after that. And wouldn’t stop hugging me. But she took me 
to her mom’s room, and Dolores was already inside with them.” Camilo smiled. “Tio Agustin 
looked tired, but he was ready to help as much as he could. Tia had made me an entire bowl of 
ajiaco and told me to eat the whole thing. And while all that was happening, Abuela and my 
parents came into the room. And my mom cussed me out.” 


“Can you blame her? Your prima’s really strong. You could have been hurt.” 


“Yeah, but she would never do it on purpose. So it was really my fault anyway.” He shrugged his 
shoulders. “But you should have seen the look on her face, it was priceless!" 


Mariano shook his head into his coffee. “I’m sure.” 


“So what do you like to do?" Camilo asked, as it was only appropriate of him to do so since the 
man had asked him. 


Mariano cleared his tarot as he was done with his swig of coffee, and set the mug back on the table. 
He looked out towards the mountain with scrunched eyebrows, eyes focusing on a set point Camilo 
could not find. It was clear that the man was deep in thought, but Camilo just wondered what had 
triggered this deep kind of thought. 


“Oh well, you know, I do things here and there. Nothing concrete.” 


“Oh no, you don’t get to badger me on an answer and expect me to let you go off scott free.” 
Camilo shoved the man’s shoulder. He was actually surprised with how he even had done it in the 
first place, but the man did not seem to mind. 


Mariano just chuckled. “Well, I like to work out.” 


“Nobody likes to work out!" Camilo rolled his eyes. “All working out makes you sweaty and get 
muckles. And while muscles are nice, it takes too much effort to get there." 


"That's not true!" Mariano defended. “A lot of people like to work out. It's like therapy for them." 
“My Abuela doesn't believe in therapy.” 


“Well, she should. It’s a very modern thing now. But going back to working out. Some people clear 
their minds when they exercise, which is definitely a good distraction." 


"Okay, but do you do that?" Camilo challenged. 
Mariano chuckled. “I mean ...” 


Mariano flexed his right arm, showing how much muscle was under his white dress shirt. Camilo 
felt his heart racing when he could see a blue vein shine from his tan skin and through his white 
shirt, being able for all to see. Mariano smiled back at Camilo when he saw that the boy was 
obviously impressed, and the golden brown haired boy tried to hide his embarrassment. 


“T-that may be so...” Camilo coughed. “But that can’t be all you do.” 


Mariano set his arm down and sighed. “All right. You got me. I do do something else." Mariano 
leaned forward and looked at Camilo with stern brown eyes. The golden brown haired boy felt his 
breath hitching at the close proximity, and he swallowed. “But you have to promise not to tell 
anyone, okay? Not a soul." 


Camilo put his hands up in surrender. “All right!” 

"Okay..." The man squeezed his eyes shut, and clicked his teeth. “I do... poetry." 
He scrunched his eyebrows, looking at the man. “You do... poetry?" 

Mariano nodded. “Poetry.” 

“Like... the writing?" 


Mariano pouted, crossing his arms. “I don’t think there’s any other kind that the world has found 
out about.” The brown haired man looked away. “I know it’s so embarrassing. Big guy like me 
shouldn’t be doing poetry.” 


It did seem odd, Camilo was not going to disagree with that. But it was not weird in the way that 
Mariano was thinking. It was just that Mariano just didn’t seem to be the type to be into poetry. He 
seemed to be the kind of guy who liked going after girls and doing all kinds of things that have 
nothing to do with poetry. But then again, Mariano Guzman was turning out to be completely 
different than what he expected him to be, so there was that. 


He rubbed the back of his head. *I mean... I don’t think it’s weird.” 
“Really?” Mariano perked up. 


“I mean, if that's what you like to do, then that’s what you like to do. No one can really judge you 
for being yourself. At least that’s what my dad says.” Camilo shrugged. Mariano seemed to be 
taking every word that Camilo was taking in. “Do you have anything you can tell me?” 


Mariano’s eyes widened. “Oh no! I’m definitely more of a pen to paper kind of guy. It’s easier to 
get the idea across, you know?” 


“So what kind do you write? I know we were learning all about sonnets in class, but we really 
didn't move past that." 


“T love making sonnets!” Mariano exclaimed. The man's excitement caught Camilo off guard, but 
he was able to compose himself for the long run. Mariano smiled at Camilo, teeth showing and all. 
“I mean, I do like to write odes and elegies, but sonnets are all about love, and love is like, 
amazing!" 


Camilo laughed. “If you say so.” 
“I know so, hermano!” Mariano laughed. “That actually gives me an idea!” 
“What?” 


Mariano licked his lips. He looked excited, but also a bit apprehensive. “Me and some of my 
friends are going to El Valle to see a poetry slam Friday night.” 


“Poetry Slam?” 


Mariano nodded his head. “It’s basically a performance of people performing their poems out in 
front of a stage. It's actually really cool. You’ ve been to El Valle, right?" 


“Only like a thousand times. My Uncle Agustin used to play for the band back in the day. He never 
lets us go a day without hearing it whenever the place is mentioned.” Camilo muttered. “And we 
went just a few weeks ago when Mirabel wanted to see that mermaid show.” 


Mariano smiled. “I actually did hear something about that. That’s great then!” But just as happy as 
his face came, it soon turned to worry. “But crap, the show’s only for eighteen plus.” 


Camilo laughed. “Um, did you forget something?” 
Camilo shapeshifted his body to look like any normal man, with dark brown hair and tan skin. 
Mariano laughed. “Now that is a useful trick.” 


"But," Camilo shifted back into his normal form. “I don’t think I'm going to need it. Since my Tio 
used to play for them, I think they would let me in." 


“Perks of being a Madrigal?" 
"Besides magical powers, of course." Camilo laughed. 


“In anycase, I think it would be cool for you to come. I'll protect you against any weird people that 
might come up to you. Ill be your hermano mayor the entire night." Mariano grinned at him. “Like 
the older brother you never had!” 


Camilo felt his stomach twist at that. Something about Mariano calling him his little brother made 
his body irk in the worst way possible. 


But either way, he simply smiled and nodded his head. “Then yeah, I'll come." 
"Great!" Mariano smiled. 


The two of them spent the rest of the afternoon not really talking about anything, but their mouths 
kept running away. It was actually the first time, in a long time, that he was able to sit with 
someone knew and talk about things he never knew he would be interested in. Mariano seemed 


keen to listen to him as well, just how he seemed to be hooked on every word the man said. For 
some strange reason, the man sitting in front of him made it easy to talk to, unlike most of his 
family where he could not even get an opinion out without getting yelled at. 


He wished his family was like Mariano. 
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Chapter 3: The Man at the Party, Part 3 
Camilo walked up the path to their house, waving his hand up. 
“Hola, Casita." He greeted. 


The house's tiled roof and windows all began to dance at his greeting, but he couldn't help but 
laugh at its response. If there was one thing the Madrigals could count on, it was definitely their 
casita itself. 


Casita opened its green door for him, and Camilo swiftly stepped inside and began to look around. 
No one seemed to be in the middle of the courtyard, which meant that most people should be out 
and about right now. But even so, most of them should be arriving here in a little while considering 
that lunch was going to be happening soon, and he knew his family would be hungry by the time 
they get home from their duties. 


The boy was going to go to his room to take a quick nap before lunch would start, but the sweet 
aroma of delight coming from the kitchen was too good to pass up. 


He stepped into the kitchen, and found his Tia Julieta in front of the stove, stirring a large pot that 
easily fed a dozen or more people. Which was perfect considering the sheer size of their family. 
Camilo had half expected the women to still be in town, feeding all of those who were injured or 
simply under the weather, but no. Here she is, cooking for them like the most beautifullest aunt 
that she was. And for some reason, when Camilo was hungry, her beauty always multiplied by a 
thousand fold. 


“Hey, Tia." Camilo danced his way towards her, and slowly looked over the pot. “So what are we 
making?" 


“Just a simple sancocho." She smiled down at him and counted to stir. “I’m going to be making 
some empanadas later by the literal dozens to give out to some families after lunch, so I did not 
want to make something on the harder side." 


Sancocho was basically just a stew, a delicious one at that. It was instead a beautiful green color, 
but though the color would throw people off, it was one of the most delicious stews out there. It 
included full pieces of chicken still on the bone, in which the bone enhanced the flavor of the stew, 
along with pieces of corn on the cob. There were also bits and pieces of sliced yucca and plantains. 


Camilo's stomach soundly growled. On instinct, he wanted to dip his finger in the stew to just get a 
little taste, but his tia swatted away his hand with her free one. 


She clicked her teeth and gave Camilo a knowing look. “Camilo! You know better than to stick 
your hand in food. And besides, we can only eat until we're all here." She laughed when her 
stomach growled again. “Gimme a second." 


His aunt turned the stove top down and put the lid on top of the stew, letting it simmer. She 
gestured to the kitchen table and Camilo found himself taking a seat at the table as he watched his 
aunt work her magic. 


The woman put her attention on a basket that sat on the counter. It was actually one of the same 
baskets that Mirabel had made, but that was a different topic altogether. The woman uncovered the 
cloth and pulled out a single arepa that was hiding in there, and turned back towards the oven. It 
seemed to have already been cooked, but the woman placed the cheesy bread on the oven for a few 


seconds on each side, before she picked it up. Casita had shimmied a small plate from the cabinet 
onto the counter, and Julieta smiled as she placed the arepa on the tiny plate. She turned. 


"This should hold you over for another half hour or so." 
Camilo took the small plate with both hands. “Thanks, Tia.” 


“Don’t mention it." She smiled, pulled the seat next to him, and sat down. “So how were things 
with Mariano Guzmán?" 


Camilo bit into the arepa, and he was met with the cheesy filling of the inside. Even though 
Julieta's food has never tasted bad, he was glad that she reheated it, because he does not think he 
would have gotten this cheesiness if she did. He doesn't know what she does to make these things 
so good, but he would sell his soul if he could eat these things for the rest of his life. 


But he soon registered what he was saying, and he looked at her awkwardly. “Oh, um. It was nice. 
He's nice." 


“You know, I don't know him that well, but he does seem like a kind young man. Definitely 
someone a growing boy like you should look up to." Julieta smiled at him. *And he is handsome, 
wouldn't you say?" 


Camilo sputtered into his arepa. Julieta let out a soft laugh. 


“Joking, I’m joking! You're too young to be thinking about that stuff anyway." She giggled. “Well, 
then again. You are fifteen after all. When I was your age I had already met your uncle, but we 
didn't start dating until we were a little older. But I already knew what love was about the minute I 
met him. Maybe you'll find that one day. I’m sure a handsome boy like yourself could find a 
lovely girl. I'm sure Señor Guzmán could give you some tips-" 


"Ti aaaaa ." He mumbled into his arepa. 


Julieta laughed. “C’mon, I’m your aunt. It's my job to embarrass you." The gray haired woman put 
both elbows on the table. “So tell me how the meeting went. How were the Guzmán's?" 


“Well, Señora Guzmán wasn't home, only Mariano, and he invited me in for coffee.” 


“Oh, well that was nice of him." Julieta commented. “But you must have been there for a while. 
No one's really seen you since breakfast." 


“Yeah, he made us coffee and we just spoke on his back porch. We really didn't talk about much, 
but it was nice. Got to know him a little better. He seems..." Camilo bit into the arepa, looking up 
at the ceiling. “I don't know how to put it. He seemed... real?" 


“T think the word you're looking for is genuine. And don’t talk with your mouth full." Camilo 
immediately closed his mouth. “But I think that's a good thing. If you think he seems genuine, 
then that means he's a good person. Abuela wants him to be around the family more, so you'll 
have plenty of time to get to know each other better." 


That did sound nice. At least the idea of it. Camilo still did not know Mariano all that well, but it 
would be a nice chance to get to know him better. And if the man had a stamp of approval from his 
abuela, then it should be fine in the long run. 


“Did you end up talking about Isabela?” 


Camilo felt himself cringe. “Um...” 


“Tt’s okay if you didn’t, papito.” Julieta removed a curl that had fallen on his forehead, placing it 
back to where it needed to be. “I kind of didn’t want you to mention her, if I’m being honest.” 


Camilo licked a strand of cheese that was on his lips. “But Abuela wanted me to talk about her. She 
never really came up...” 


“Well that means you both were having a genuine conversation, and if she was brought up that 
would have ruined it.” Julieta shook her head. “If the two of them are meant to be together, then so 
be it. I think I’m going to have to talk to Isabela before anything really happens though.” 


“But what if... Abuela gets mad at me for not saying anything good about her?” He asked 
nervously. “I told her I would.” 


Julieta sighed, and waved him off. “T 1l make up an excuse for you. I wanted to say something at 
breakfast this morning, but I didn’t want to make the rest of the family upset. She shouldn’t have 
even asked you to do that in the first place.” 


Camilo did not know if that was good enough, but he found himself nodding his head. 
“All right.” 


But he really did not know if it was. He did not want his aunt to get in trouble for lying for him, but 
he could not find the courage to protest. He knew that his aunt defending him would at least take 
some of the burden off of him, but only to a point. But Julieta was definitely a soft spot in Abuela’s 
heart, as was Pepa, so they could easily sway the woman to forgive him. 


And speaking of, both of their brown and green eyes trailed up to the arch of the kitchen, revealing 
his very disgruntled mother. 


Pepa walked into the kitchen with a frown on her face, with her arms crossed, looking down 
towards the floor. The most alarming thing about her entrance though, was the dark gray cloud that 
hovered over her head. The good news was that it was only a little thunder, which meant that she 
was only slightly ticked off, but at least it wasn’t raining in the house yet. 


Julieta sighed. “Pepa, you have a cloud.” 
" Verdad , mi hermana?" Pepa gasped. “I had no idea.” 
Julieta rolled her eyes. “What happened this time?" 


Pepa groaned before she took a seat from across from them. She placed an elbow on the table and 
rested her head on her hand, with the cloud following her. “Sefior Avelos won't let us pay him for 
Antonio’s outfit for his ceremony.” 


Camilo chewed at the last of his arepa. With his mouth full, he asked, “Isn’t that a good thing?” 
Julieta chukled from next to him, while his mother gave him a pointed look. 


“The Madrigals aren’t free loaders, mijo. If someone does a job, we pay them for it, end of story.” 
She then rubbed her eyes. “I’ve been with him all day helping him design his outfit, and he 
sketched the perfect one for my Toñito.” 


“Do you have the sketch with you?" Julieta perked up. 


His mother shook his head. “No, he kept it for reference, but I'll ask him for a copy sketch 
tomorrow. Because that's the time that I’m going to give him the damn money. No ifs or buts 
about it." 


Pepa rummaged through her dress and pulled out a pouch from one of her pockets, tossing it onto 
the table. Camilo did not need to be Dolores to hear the coins that were rustling on the inside, 
especially with how loud they were. The pouch was yet another thing that Mirabel had sowed, but 
this time, it was made just for his mother. It was a kind yellow with a patched sun on the tip, with a 
red piece of string that held the top together. 


Julieta grabbed the pouch and opened it, revealing a single silver coin in her hand. She began to 
play with the coin before she looked at her sister, who was still thundering as if it was the end of 
summer. 


“What exactly did he say?" She asked. 


“He said that it would be an honor to make something for Antonio's ceremony, and I was happy he 
felt that way. But right when I pulled out my pouch, he got insulted and demanded I put it away. 
No matter how much I insisted, he wouldn't take the money.” Pepa clicked her teeth. “Then I 
started to thunder in his shop. So I told him I would come back tomorrow." 


"Leaving was the right thing to do." Julieta nodded. She put the coin back in the pouch and set it 
back on the table. “But make sure he takes the money. Even if you have to leave somewhere in his 
shop." 


Pepa chuckled as she rubbed her hand over her face. “I was thinking of leaving it with the 
mannequin with the ball gown. You can hide literal people in there, so the pouch would be easy to 
fit." 


"There you go then." 


Pepa's cloud began to diminish, but it did not completely disappear. This meant that the woman 
was still slightly upset, but she was not as pressed as she was before. Camilo took this as a good 
thing, as he never liked it when his mother was stressed out. But he understood to a certain extent. 
Antonio's night was a big night, so they needed to make sure that everything was perfect so things 
could go smoothly. 


His mother let out a long sigh. 
“So what is it that we're keeping from Abuela?” She looked at Camilo unimpressed. 


The curly haired boy felt his body tense up in alarm as his mother's green gaze, and he 
immediately looked to his aunt. Julieta raised a hand to his shoulder, signaling that it would be 
fine. 


“He didn't talk about Isabela when he was speaking with Mariano Guzmán. He's really torn up 
about it." 


Okay, ‘torn up’ was kind of a strong phrase to use. He was afraid that Abuela would punish him 
since he did not do what she asked, but really could not do anything totally bad. And he was not 
going to run to his room crying that he did not do what the woman said. 


The red head scrunched her eyebrows. “Oh. I thought you set fire to the grapefruits again.” 


“Hey!” Camilo defended. “I haven't been in the garden for a month because of that! And it wasn't 


me!” 


“And we still don’t believe you, mijo.” Pepa sighed. “I had a feeling you were not going to talk 
about her.” 


“How?” 


“Because you forget to make sure your belt is all your belt loops." Pepa clicked her teeth. “But it’s 
fine, Camilo. We'll just say he didn't want to talk about her. He was with you after all.” 


“Exactly.” Julieta nodded her head. “See? When me and your mom are together, nothing can stop 


us." 

“Maybe not with those corny quotes of yours, but I think we'll get by." Pepa chuckled. *So what 
did the two of you talk about? You were gone most of the morning after breakfast. Something 
interesting must have popped up somewhere." 


Like the fact that the man liked to write poetry when he was by himself, alone? Yeah, he was 
definitely not going to let his mom know about that one. He would then never hear the end of it. 
He knew his mother would not judge Mariano for doing something that was not considered manly 
like poetry, but it was just such an interesting concept to think about. Mariano just does not seem 
like the kind of man to write that kind of stuff, so of course it would surprise people that he did. 


Camilo just shrugged his shoulders. *He invited me for coffee inside. We didn't talk about much, 
just dumb things." 


“Well they could not have been that dumb for it to take your whole morning." The red haired 
woman pointed out. She smiled. *C'mon, Mijo Lindo. Tell me something. How did their house 
look? Was it nice? The last time I went there was..." Pepa pondered for a few moments. “Oof, I 
think before I was even pregnant with Antonio! Has it changed?" 


“Well, I don't really know... but we did drink our coffee on the back patio. We were able to see the 
whole Encanto and everything." 


Julieta nodded her head. “Oh, yes! I actually do remember that patio. It was quite a view wasn't it? 
You could see Casita all the way from there." 


"The view's really nice." Camilo agreed. 


“T m sure it was very nice." Even though Pepa's voice was chipper, it was clear that she wanted 
more. But Camilo was not sure if he was going to be able to give it to her. “But what else?" 


Camilo did not really know what to tell his mother to satisfy the chisme that lurked inside of her. 
Her and Dolores would spend hours upon hours talking about everyone in town, and sometimes 
(most times) Isabela would join in. But he decided to take this opportunity to bring up a topic that 
had surfaced during his coffee chat, and he knew it was not going to go well with his mother. 


“Oh, well... he actually invited me to El Valle with him on Friday." 
“El Valle???" His mother put a hand to her chest. “It’s adults only on Fridays, right?" 


She looked to her sister for confirmation, and Julieta nodded her head. “As we all repetitively 
know, Agustín used to work there when he was younger. And it's been like that since we were 
your age." She gave Camilo a pointed look. “He invited you?" 


“Yeah, he invited me to a show...” 


“A show?" Pepa raised an eyebrow. “A grown man, older than your oldest cousin, wants to take 
you to an adult club to an adult show? Yeah, that's not going to happen." 


Camilo almost jumped in his seat, wanting to protest. 


He had to go to El Valle with Mariano! The man had invited him after he told him he liked poetry 
for god’s sake! Imagine how disappointed he would be if Camilo did not go, the golden brown 
haired boy would not be able to live down the shame. 


“But Mami! He invited me! It would be rude not to go!” 


"Camilo, your Tio Agustín could tell you bedtime stories for the whole night about what goes on in 
that place on Fridays. I'm not going to let you go there completely unsupervised all by yourself!" 
Pepa tried to reason with him. “And shame on him for even suggesting the idea." 


“But lm not going to be unsupervised!” 


“We don't know him, Cami.” Pepa said in a tone of finality. “No matter how much your abuela 
wants you to talk Isabela up, I’m not going to let him mess up your head with girls on poles." 


“B-but it's not going to be girls on poles!” 
"Then, pray tell, what is it going to be then?" Pepa looked at him expectantly. 
Camilo had to think about his answer. 


If he told his mother about what kind of show they were going to see, then that would be exposing 
Mariano to his secret. But if he did not give his mother a valid enough reason, then she was not 
going to let him go. She thinks that they were going to go see strippers for god sake! He somehow 
needed to get the thought out of her mind that nothing bad was going to happen if he went to El 
Valle, but how? 


But then a thought popped into his head. 
“We’re not going to see girls on poles..." He started. “...we’re going to a poetry slam?" 
"A poetry what?" It caught him off guard how both women asked the question at once. 


"A poetry slam. I-it’s basically a show where people go on stage and present poems and stuff. Like 
sonnets and stuff." 


“Felix used to write me sonnets...” Pepa unconsciously said out loud. She squinted her eyes at him. 
^Why would he invite you to a poetry show? Does he like it?" 


Camilo licked his lips. *Um... no, he doesn't like poetry. Um... I do." 


Pepa huffed. “Camilo, your teacher has come up to me several times saying that you need to work 
on your grammar in school. Verbally and literacy wise. Do you really think I believe that?" 


“But I do! Well, I’m getting into it." He tried to make this as believable as possible. “I told him we 
were learning Shakespeare in class and I thought some of the poems were cool. And they're having 
a poetry night at El Valle, so he invited me. Simple as that.” 


"Okay, let's say there is a poetry thing going on. I would still feel uncomfortable going to an event 


just for adults. Especially if there are people drinking." 
“But lm not going to drink!” 


“Mijo, it's not you that lm worried about." Pepa gave him a kind look. “I don't mind that you 
drink when you're with the family. What I don't trust is you being around adults and alcohol all by 
yourself." 


Camilo clicked his teeth and looked down towards the ground. 


He did not see what the big problem was. They would go to El Valle all the time together. He and 
Mirabel would go by themselves every now and then when they saw a show or something. But 
why was it now different? So what if it was an adult night. They knew literally almost every 
person in this godforsaken town, he did not know what was so different about going to a show that 
was made just for adults. He has been around adults who were drinking, last night's party was a 
prime example of this. And like his mother says, she lets him drink when he is around the family, 
but he did not know if promising not to drink when he was out was going to change her mind. 


And that was the thing with Pepa Madrigal, she was hell over protective. Well, they all were of 
each other, but his mother was something else. His aunt would do literally anything to protect her 
own children, but she would not go about it the way Pepa would. The red haired woman sitting 
across from him did not need the power to set this entire town on fire to protect her children, her 
attitude alone was that much clear. 


But then Camilo got an idea. It was... not exactly a good idea over all, but it was definitely 
something that was concrete. 


“What if Isabela came?" 


Was it messy? Perhaps. Was it something that he wanted? Hell no. Was it something he knew his 
prima was going to bitch about the entire night? That was up for debate. 


His mother scrunched her eyebrows. “Isabela?” 


Julieta rubbed her chin with her hand, nodding her head at the thought. *Well, that's certainly an 
idea. She does go to EI Valle every now and then with some of her friends. So she definitely knows 
some people there." 


“See, mami?" Camilo tried. “Isabela can come with me and she could watch me while I’m there.” 


“Tt could give her and Mariano a chance to get to know one another." His aunt looked at her sister. 
“More appropriately, that is.” 


Pepa huffed. “I still don't know..." 
“Pleeeeease, mami?" Camilo pouted his lip. 


And it was such a good idea. If Isabela would come with them, then that would mean that she and 
Mariano would get to know one another. And it would be he would get to watch poetry with 
Mariano! It would be a win- win situation for all of them! (But mostly him, though.) 


"It would make Mama happy." Julieta pointed out. 


Pepa sighed. “I know I’m going to regret this.” She rubbed a hand over her face. She gave her son a 
pointed look. “All right, mijo. You can go, but if Isabela isn't going with you, then it's a no. Got 


it?” 
“Yes!” He said triumphantly. 


He jumped from his seat and danced around the table until he was right in front of his mother. He 
leaned down and hugged her as tight as he could, giving her a sloppy, wet kiss on the cheek. This 
caused Julieta to laugh out loud, leaning back in her seat from the corner of his eye. His mother 
wrapped both arms around her son’s body and returned the warm embrace. 


Pepa chuckled. “I love you, Mijo Lindo." Her face was soft, but her eyes were sharp. “But like I 
said, if Isabela can’t come, then you’re not going!” 


“TIl go ask her right now!” 


Camilo kissed her on the cheek again before he bolted out the kitchen and to Isabela's room. 
Leaving behind Julieta who was still giggling, and his mother who just rolled her eyes. He could 
hear his mother ask his aunt when the fuck food was going to be ready. 


Her words, not his. 
-000- 
Camilo stepped out of the kitchen with a pop to his step. 


This was going to be great! He was going to be able to go see the show with Mariano, and they 
were going to have a great time! Well, save for the fact that Isabela was going to be there, but that 
was nothing he could not handle. Sure, Isabela could be a bitch when she wanted to be, but he was 
able to handle her when the time comes. 


But let him tell you something about La Casita Madrigal. Something about the layout of the 
house. 


The first floor of the house had most of the amenities that they all liked to share. Except for the 
kitchen, of course, that was mostly Julieta’s domain. None of them would dare go in there without 
the taste of her wrathe. But other than that, there was the courtyard in the middle, the living room 
that sat beyond the steps to go upstairs, and the garden in the back. Camilo was banned from the 
garden for a crime he did not commit, but he was not going to dwell on that. 


The upstairs though, was literally where the magic happened. All of their rooms were up stairs, 
glowing magically with all of their portraits imprinted on the doors. Abuela's was of course in the 
middle, as she was the head honcho of the house, and everyone else basically circled around her. 


But as Camilo walked, he was soon reminded of a place he never thinks about. 


As he passed the kitchen and stepped into the courtyard, he was greeted with the sun's afternoon 
rays. It was around mid afternoon now, which meant that lunch was happening soon, but his family 
was nowhere to be found. He did not even know if Isabela was even in her room, but he had a 
feeling she would be, since she hasn't done a single job today. 


Camilo was going to take the steps up to the second floor, until something caught his eye. 


A rat, big and brown, scurried its way past his feet and to the otherside of the courtyard. Now, 
Camilo would not have batted an eye at the little thing, considering that Antonio has been playing 
with animals for who knows how long at this point. He was sure that none of the adults had caught 
on, especially his mother, who would have the entire thing killed if she could. And don't get him 


started with his Tia. Julieta would never hurt anyone, unless it was for her family, but if someone 
brought a rat into her kitchen, there would be hell to pay. 


But the rat did not go into the living room, not even the kitchen. Camilo felt his breath hitch. 


The back hallway of the house had a couple of places. If he went all the way down it, he would be 
greeted at the back of the house and be inside the garden where they grew most of their fruits and 
vegetables, along with Isabela's flowers. The hallway near the beginning also led to the living 
room, which they held game nights and sich there. 


But in between those two spaces, there was an opening. The opening did not lead forward, and it 
did not lead up. It led down. 


The opening had a railing that was accompanied with a set of stairs, and Camilo could even see the 
faint glow coming from the bottom as he stood, but it was ever so faint that one could not even see 
it if they were not looking. 


That is where the rat went. 


All his life, well most of it anyway, he was instructed never to go down there, no matter what the 
cost. His mother had always said that if he went down there, bad things would happen, like El 
Mohán coming from up the steps and taking him away from everyone. As Camilo had gotten older, 
he realized that it was completely ridiculous, but Pepa Madrigal was great at convincing people 
when it came to scary stories. But Camilo knew it was ridiculous. 


The curly headed boy shook his head and made his way up the stairs. But as he did so, he prayed 
that the rat would be fine if he ever made it back up from the steps. 


-000- 
Seconds later, Camilo found himself knocking on Isabela's door, waiting for her to respond. 


This was not going to be an easy feat, but he knew he could convince her. He and Isabela never 
really hung out outside of the house, but he knew that if Mariano was going to come, she would be 
more inclined to go. Abuela seemed keen on the two spending some time together, and Isabela was 
Abuela's favorite, so the woman would do anything to please the matriarch of the family. 


And besides, she was being invited to El Valle of all places. A place where the girl frequents all of 
the time with her friends and even the family now and then. The last time they went as a family, 
Isabela had a great time, even if she would not admit it out loud. This was not some school event 
for a hang out with his friends. This was an adult club where he knew she was going to have fun if 
she was not so focused on being a bitch all of the time. Though, he felt like it was hard for her not 
to be one at times. It was just in her personality. 


Camilo knocked a couple of more times on the magic door, but there was no answer. He had half 
suspected that the girl was still out and about helping the Encanto, but it wasn't until he heard a 
grunt coming from the inside of the room where he started to get concerned. 


The golden haired boy scrunched his eyebrows one more time before he knocked for a third time, 
basically pounding on the door. 


“ WHAT?!" A high pitched voice roared from the inside. 


Oh she was in there all right. 


Camilo opened the door and stepped inside his prima's room. 
Isabela's room was... definitely something. 


Some people would say that Isabela had the most beautifulest room, but that was because there 
were literal flowers everywhere. There were flowers on the walls, on the ceiling, there were even 
flowers on his feet, as his open toes could feel the soft petals as he walked. And of course, her 
favorite flower was the rose, which was what most of these flowers were made out of. The roses 
were made out of a variety of different colors, but a majority of them were made out of pinks, 
blues, and purples. Not that Camilo minded any of these colors, it was just that they were a little bit 
too strong for his taste. 


Yet, that was Isabela's entire personality. Everything, no matter what she was doing, had to be 
perfect. That was why the two of them never really got along. They don't exactly hate one another, 
but they definitely did not make life easy for each other as they grew up. Camilo's room was just a 
mess with all of the portraits lying around everywhere and on the walls. But every flower in this 
room was so perfect, so exactly the same, that it made Camilo feel slightly... uneasy. 


But then again, this was the girl who made practiced poses of herself made out of flowers, so he 
really did not know why he had his standards so high. 


Camilo found his cousin on the far side of the room, where her bed hung from the ceiling. Isabela 
was standing over her bed, looking away from the curly haired boy and down towards her bed, and 
Camilo followed her gaze. 


His green eyes widened as he noticed that her bed was a complete mess. Her pillows and sheets 
were thrown all over the place, and her pillows had been removed from their case, with the pieces 
of cloth being inside out. Even the mattress itself was angled slightly to the side off of its frame. 


“Lose something?" Camilo asked as he approached the steps of her bed. 


Isabela swiftly turned around and put both hands on her hips. He was greeted with her piercing 
brown eyes looking down at him with contempt. “Can I help you with something?" 


Camilo noticed how she purposely did not answer the question, but he did not focus on it too 
much. 


“What if I told you, " He started. “That I have the most wonderful exciting event that you could 
spend your Friday night at?" 


"I'm not babysitting one of your events for your school again." Isabela scoffed. “The last time I 
went to one of those, you shapeshifted into the teacher and made all of the younger kids genuinely 
think 2 plus 2 is fish. I had to spend thirty minutes convincing them otherwise." 


Camilo could not help but chuckle at that. “But it was amazing wasn't it? You can make kids 
believe anything." 


“Not when it comes to their education, you rodent." She snapped at him. “Now, what do you 
want?" 


“I already gave my offer." He pointed out. There's an awesome event Friday night at El Valle, 
and I know you want to be a part of it." 


“El Valle?" Isabela sounded skeptical. With her arms still crossed, she began to walk down the 
steps of her bed, giving Camilo a look. “Friday nights are adult nights at El Valle. Tell me why you 


want to go?" 
"Because I want to spend quality time with my cousin?" 


Camilo took a few steps forward raising his arms up so that he could wrap his arms around his 
cousin. Isabela flicked her wrist, and before he could even do so, two rose covered vines forming 
an ‘X’ came between the two Madrigals. Camilo gave her an unimpressed look, and his cousin 
reciprocated the sentiment. 


“You have never wanted to go to El Valle outside the times with the family." Isabela raised her 
chin. What's so different now?" 


The curly headed boy lowered his arms and huffed. "Can't I just spend some quality time with my 
favorite prima? What's so wrong about that?" 


"Everything." She flicked her hair over her shoulder. “You never want to spend time together. Why 
now?" 


Camilo scrunched his eyebrows. 
The young boy caught on to the girl's tone, and he could have sworn he heard... hurt in her voice? 


No, that could not be it. Isabela would always hang around Dolores and most of the other older 
members of the family. She would never spend time with him or Mirabel, the dark haired girl 
didn't like her own sister. The only other person she liked that was younger than her was Antonio, 
but who does not like Antonio? He was literally so adorable. And she's never really made a move 
to hang out outside family meals and duties, and even game nights from time to time. And that's 
only if she showed up. And the look that she was giving him right now was something else as 
well. 


Yeah, he was just imagining it. She would probably want to spend her Friday night doing anything 
but being with him, but he needed to find a way to convince her otherwise. 


“Mariano invited me to a poetry slam on Friday." He started. “And mami won't let me go unless 
you go." 


“Of course.” Isabela rolled her eyes. “Mariano likes poetry?" 


“No, I like it.” Isabela did not look convinced. “Look, I’m going through a faze right now, and he 
invited me because he knew I liked poetry. He told me he hates it, but invited me anyway because 
I like it.” 


“Well, he certainly does not seem the type to write poetry.” She nodded her head. “But why do you 
need me? Did you forget in that tiny little brain of yours that you’re a literal shapeshifter? You can 
turn into an adult and boom, you're in.” 


“Because I already told my mom and if she finds out that I left the house after she said no, El Valle 
is the first place she would go looking. And I wouldn’t want to embarrass Mariano like that. You 
know how my mom gets.” 


“I mean, I get what she’s saying. El Valle isn’t as family friendly on Friday nights as it usually is. I 
can see why she's worried.” 


“But everything will be fine since you're going to be there!" Camilo defended. “You go there 
literally once a week. People know you, know the family, and will know not to mess with us if the 


problem arises." 
“Who says I’m going? This sounds like your problem." 


Camilo groaned. *C' mon, Isa! Don't girls like poetry or something? Isn't it a girl's dream to get 
poetry from a guy she likes?’ 


“Well, I'm not a girl. I'm a woman . And as much as the idea of spending an evening with you 
sounds enticing, I think Ill pass. So get out.” 


Isabela gave him one last look before she turned around and walked back up the steps of her bed. 
The girl did not do anything, she just stared at the mess she had made, ignoring the boy who was at 
the bottom of the steps. Camilo felt his hands turn to fists. 


Camilo’s eyes trailed down to the floor. This was not going how he expected it to go. Well, he 
knew that Isabela was going to put up a fight, but he just assumed that just because Mariano was 
going, she was going to be all for it. And she goes to that place all the time, just when she is not 
with him or the family. There has to be something that would push her into going with him, he just 
needs to figure it out... 


But then his eyes shot straight up. 
“If you go to El Valle with me and Mariano, it would make Abuela happy.” 


Isabela did not respond for a few seconds. Her body had stilled, and her black hair stopped moving. 
She swiftly then turned around and looked down at the green eyed boy. 


“What do you mean?” 
Hook, line, and sinker. He had to play this off well, especially if he could get what he wanted. 


“Abuela does want you to spend time together. You and Mariano, that is." Camilo looked down at 
his nails. “And I know she would be happy if he went out with him. I know Ill be there, but still. 
She wants the Guzman’s to be around the family more, so this would be a good way to start.” 


Isabela stared at him for a long time. And Camilo did not falter to look back with a small smile on 
his face. 


If there was one thing in this entire world that Isabela wanted, it would be to please their Abuela. 
The long haired girl was Abuela’s favorite. Even though his mother and most of the other adults 
have tried to deny it, they all knew better. She was beautiful, gracious, everything that Abuela 
would want in a perfect grandchild. They did not even try to compete with the dark haired girl 
when it came to that subject, they would always lose. 


And Isabela would do anything to be in Abuela’s good graces. 
Isabela gave a long sigh, before she looked at her cousin. “I...” 


Camilo’s smile grew wider, and he was about to say that they were going to have a great time, until 
Isabela’s eyes shot to her bed. 


Oh no. 


He could see the look of calculation in her piercing brown eyes, and this was not what was 
supposed to happen. He was going to force the two of them to hug, and say that they were going to 


have a blast at El Valle with Mariano, then they would go to lunch and tell the whole family. It was 
a win-win for both of them. Isabela would get to kiss Abuela's ass, and he would get to spend time 
with Mariano. There should be no other idea, no other thing to go with the agreement. 


But like everything, Isabela had to ruin for him. 


The black haired girl began to approach her bed, crossing her arms. A small smile began to form on 
her lips. Camilo didn't like it. 


"Actually," The vines that had been blocking the two of them evaporated, leaving no barrier 
between them. “If you want me to go with you, there's something I need. Something I’ve lost." 


Camilo groaned. “Listen, I’m not going to look all over town for a stupid flower pot you've 
misplaced." 


Isablea waved her hands. *No, no. Not a flower pot." The girl then sat on her messy bed, crossing 
both of her legs. “Besides, I don’t want you to look for what I’ve lost. I want you to get me a new 
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one. 


“I’m not going to buy you anything.” He started. He knew it was a lie, as he would do anything it 
took for him to be able to go with Mariano on Friday. 


"You're not going to buy anything.” Isabela giggled. “You’re simply going to fetch it for me.” 
“What is it?" 

Isabela smiled. 

“A crystal.” 

Camilo stared at her like she was insane . 


“No.” He started, frantically shaking his head. “No, no, no, no, no, no, no! You know we're not 
supposed to go down there! Abuela has forbidden us to go ever since he left!" 


“This isn't like Br-" Both Isabela's and Camilo’s different colored eyes widened. “This isn’t like 
him." She caught herself. “The light is still there, flickering, but still there. I just need you to go in, 
find the crystal, then leave. Easy as pie. It's pretty self explanatory if you're asking me." 


“Well, thankfully I wasn't asking you, because I like to live." The curly haired boy huffed. “And if 
it was so important to you, then you would not have lost it." 


Camilo could see that this ticked Isabela off as her brown eyes narrowed. “I didn't lose it on 
purpose, just misplaced it somewhere." 


“If you need it so bad, why can't you go in there yourself?" 


Isabela pursed her lips and rolled her eyes, as if she was already done with the conversation. He 
wanted to call her out on it, as his literal life was going to be on the line if he went in there, but he 
knew that if he did nothing would get done. 


“Because I’m not as slick as you are. If people notice me gone for a few hours without a legitimate 
reason, they would start asking me questions. Especially Abuela." 


He knows what the woman was saying was true. Isabella was a key character in their Encanto, if 
she was gone, even for a few hours, some would take notice. "I'll take what you said about me 


being slick as a compliment. What the hell even is the crystal anyway?" 

Isabela clicked her teeth. “It was a Lepidolite.” 

"A Lepi-huh?" 

“Le-pi-do-lite!” She snapped. “I know you suck at school, but I know you can do basic grammar." 
“What does it do?" 


“It does not matter what it does.” She said quickly. “What matters is what it looks like. It's purple," 
Of course it was purple. “With a little bit of pink here and there. It's one of the most beautifulest 
gems the entire Encanto has ever seen." 


“Maybe someone stole it then." He huffed. 
Her eyes sharpened. *No one would steal from me." 
Camilo took a step back at that. 


The flower that was in Isabela's hand was being crushed in her palm, and Camilo felt bad for the 
poor thing. The beautiful woman's features morphed into that of something ugly, something that 
should never be on a woman's face like that. Isabela most definitely looked like she could kill 
someone at that very moment, and Camilo was considering if that person was him. 


He cleared his throat. 

“Tf I find this... Lipolite..." 

" Lepidolite." She snapped. 

“If I find this Le-pi-do-lite..." He scoffed. “If I find it, then you'll go with me to the poetry slam.” 
Isabela sweetly nodded her head. Camilo did not like it, but he knew he had no choice. 

“Fine. I'll find it before Friday." 

And Isabela smiled at him. “Perfect.” She stood from her seat. Now get out. It's time for lunch.” 


Camilo did not like any of this, but he knew he had to end it the way he wanted it. He smiled up at 
his cousin. “You know what, Isa? I think we need to end this with a nice old hug.” 


“If you touch me, I will literally drag you out of this room." 
Camilo would take that bet. 


Before Isabela could even realize what was happening, Camilo ran up the steps of the bed and 
threw her arms around her, holding her tight. 


It felt strange at first, since the two of them barely ever touched, even when they were little, but it 
was kind of nice. Everything about Isabela was soft, from her skin, her dress, even her hair. She 
even smells nice, with the fresh scent of roses coming from her hair as his chin rested on her 
shoulder. He was honestly only doing this to piss the girl off, as the girl hated it when people 
hugged her, even her own family members. But this was actually kind of nice. They should do it 
more often. 


And Camilo could have sworn that her hands raise as well, before he felt the feelings of vines 
cover his legs. 


The vines quickly pulled, with him letting go of his prima and falling face down on the floor as he 
did so. When he looked up he was greeted with the furious eyes of Isabela. She pointed to the 
door. 


"GET THE HELL OUT!" 


The vines pulled, dragging him down the steps, hitting his head a couple of times as he did so. But 
he was not going to let the older woman do as she pleased, so he quickly shapeshifted into Cecilia, 
and was able to free himself from their grasp when he was at the bottom of the steps. 


He looked back up at his oldest cousin and stuck his now tiny tongue at her and ran for dear life. 
But as he ran out of the room, every flower known to humankind was being thrown at him, but the 
look on Isabelas face was totally worth it. 


Chapter 4 
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Chapter 4: The Basement, Part 1 


Camilo walked through the Encanto, waving at different people and saying hello to everyone that 
greeted him. He tried his best to make it clear that he needed to be somewhere, just in case some of 
them asked him to do something, but he had the feeling that they all knew it, if his demeanor was 
anything to go by. People in the Encanto were kind for the most part, so if he said no to one of 
them, then it would be fine. The only issue that really arises is that if Abuela found out, then she 
would throw a fit and he would get in trouble. 


But the reason that he was in such a rush was because it was Wednesday. Which meant Camilo 
had two days to figure out how he was going to get the crystal. 


Camilo did not know why Isabela was so keen on getting that crystal so badly, but he knew it must 
have been important enough to go behind Abuela's back. Sefiorita Perfecta would never do 
anything to piss off the matriarch of the family. Though there have been plenty of times where 
Camilo has messed up and gets chewed for it, and Isabela could do the same thing and she would 
either somehow get praised, or just get a bandaid to help her heal. But he knew that if he were to do 
this, both of them would surely get in trouble, that much he knew. 


So, before he went and spoke with the rest of the family, he needed an outside perspective. 
Someone who he kind of knew and would not kiss his ass if Camilo asked a question that he might 
not like the answer to. He would deal with the rest of the family later, as he knew they would give 
a biased opinion on the situation, but he knew this person would give him the answer he needed. 
At least, for right now. 


The curly haired boy approached the Guzmán house, walking up the same stone path he had 
walked on yesterday. He walked up the steps of the house and rang the doorbell, waiting in the 
front. 


It was kind of funny. Yesterday, he dreaded even stepping foot on the brown haired man's patio, 
not wanting to see him. Now, it was the exact opposite. All Camilo could think of was seeing the 
man again, it was the only thing that was in his mind. The only thing that was keeping him going 
this week was the fact that they would be able to go on Friday. He would just have to fight for it. 


Camilo only had to wait a few seconds for Sefiora Guzmán to open the door. 


"Camilo!" The woman had a surprised look on her face, but it was not unwelcoming. She smiled at 
him, though a look of inquiry was on her face. “Well this is a pleasant surprise.” 


“Hola, Señora Guzmán." Camilo smiled at the woman. “How are you?" 


"I'm doing great! Thanks for asking." Camilo hated pleasantries, but his mother raised him not to 
be rude. The woman looked around to see if anyone else was around, but when she discovered it 
was only Camilo, she looked back at him. “Is it just you today? Is there something you need?" 


“Yes, actually." He nodded his head. “Is Mariano home? I wanna talk to him." 
“Ts it anything bad?" She asked, clearly concerned. 
That was definitely something to be seen, but he quickly shook his head in reassurance. 


“No, nothing bad. Just something personal." She still did not look convinced, so he knew he had to 


throw something in there. “It’s just that, um... we've been getting to know one another and I see 
him as someone I look up to. So it would be cool if I could talk to him about a thing I’m going 
through." 


Sefiora Guzmán put a hand to her chest and gave him one of the most sympathetic looks he had 
ever seen. “Ay, pobrecito! Of course, come in!” 


Camilo gave the woman a shy smile, and stepped into the house. 


Sefiora Guzmán shut the door behind him. Camilo could smell the delicious aroma of coffee 
coming from the kitchen, but he did not say anything. The old woman stood next to him and gave 
him a sympathetic look. She gently raised her hand up so that she could grasp his cheek with her 
palm. Camilo would not lie and say that her touch had nothing but kindness. He felt kind of bad 
that he had to lie to her, but it was nothing new for him. 


"Mariano's on the patio.” She instructed. “You know what? I'm making coffee now, why don't 
you meet him out there and I'll bring you some?" 


Camilo smiled gratefully at her, before he nodded his head and headed towards the patio. 


He remembered the hallway that Mariano had taken him through when he was here yesterday, so it 
was easy for him to find the place he was looking for. Once he made it to the doors of the patio, he 
grasped at the handle of the sliding wooden door, and he was greeted with the gentle winds of the 
Encanto. 


The view was just as he remembered from yesterday, but maybe even better. There was no 
nervousness in his gut so he was able to enjoy the view even more now. He could still see Casita 
all the way up the hill, and he still swears he can see the house's shutters moving, as if they were 
saying hello to him. The Encanto was still busy as ever, with him being able to see people moving 
back and forth on the streets, talking amongst one another and just enjoying life. Camilo wished he 
could be as carefree as them, but just has a lot on his plate at the moment. 


Camilo found Mariano on the long outdoor couch, laying on it. The man sat straight on one side of 
it, with a pillow between the armrest and his back, with his legs sprawled out in front of him. In the 
man's hand, there was a brown leather journal that had a lock strap hanging from it's side. But on 
the man's other hand, was a brown pencil and an eraser on his lap. 


Camilo tried not to notice how focused the man looked as he wrote inside the journal. There was 
just something about the way the man's eyes narrowed as he looked inside the journal at 
something he did not like. Or the way how the man's lips pouted when it seemed he could not get 
an idea across. 


The curly haired boy cleared his throat. 
Mariano looked up. 


"Camilo!" Mariano quickly slammed the book shut and put it between his thighs. Camilo could not 
help but chuckle at the action, which caused the Guzmán to pout. “What are you doing here?" 


“T need to talk to you about something.” 


Mariano sat straighter and gave the shapeshifter a concerned look. He gestured with his hand from 
the seat across from him, and Camilo smiled at him gratefully. He sat down in the seat, sitting 
crossed legged. 


“What is it?" The man asked. 


“I...” Camilo sighed and clicked his teeth. “Well, it's actually a couple of things. It's about 
Friday." 


Mariano slightly deflated. “You can't come." 


“No, no! It's not that!” He quickly reassured him. He has been fighting for the past day for the two 
of them to be able to go. There's no way he would miss out on that for the world. “No, it's not that. 
It's just... so I asked my mom if I could go, and she was kind of annoyed about it.” 


“Why?” 
“Because she thinks I’m not grown enough to go to adult night.” 


“I mean, you're old enough right? You're gonna be what? Sixteen in a few months?" Mariano 
smiled and waved him off. “And trust me, probably did the worst things when she was your age. 
My mama could tell you stories for days." 


Camilo found himself nodding. "That's what /’m saying!” 


See, this was why he had started to like Mariano. The two of them did not know one another that 
well, but it was just that the man understood him when it came to certain things. If he would ask 
any other of his family members, they would have probably agreed with his mother, even Mirabel. 
But it was nice to get an outside source like Mariano to tell him that he was not crazy. 


“So what did she say?" 


“Well,” Camilo started. He rubbed his hands together, contemplating on how he would say this. 
"She said that I could go... as long as my prima Isabela comes with me." 


Mariano's mouth widened. “ Isabela ?" His eyes then widened. “Wait, did you tell them that I like 
poetry-” 


“No! I didn’t!” He swore, raising his voice. Camilo quickly caught himself before he shook his 
head, swallowing. “I didn't say anything, I promise. I told them that / was the one who liked 
poetry. And that you were just being nice to take me.” 


“Oh.” Is all Mariano said. “So you lied for me?” 


Mariano’s eyes were staring so pointedly at him that Camilo looked away. His green eyes were 
forced so hard on the coffee table in front of him, he thought his eyes would have popped out of 
their sockets. 


“Yes?” 
From the corner of his eyes, he could feel Mariano smile at him. 
“That’s sweet of you, Camilo.” Camilo felt his insides warm at that. “Very sweet of you.” 


Mariano just called him sweet. Lots of people call him sweet, especially older people when he does 
things for them. But the way that Mariano called him sweet was different. He really could not 
explain it all that well, but there was something about the way that the word rolled off his tongue 
that made the curly haired boy squirm in his seat. 


Camilo cleared his throat. “B-but do you mind that Isabela’s coming? I know that it wasn’t art of 


the plan, but I knew that was the only way that she would have let me go." 
"Can't you just shapeshift and sneak in?” 


“Since I already asked her, she would just go straight to the club and find me.” Camilo sighed. 
“And trust me, it does not matter what body that I'm in. She will find me." 


Mariano tilted his head. *Well, it definitely wasn't what I had planned, but I don't mind. Guess it 
gives me a chance to get to know her." 


Camilo lit up at that. 


Suddenly, Sefíora Guzmán appeared at the doorway, holding the same tray that Mariano was 
holding yesterday. The tray held the same cups and plates that Mariano had used yesterday, only 
that it had a coffee pot on it instead of the coffee already being poured. Sefiora Guzmán smiled at 
the two of them as she made her way to the coffee table, and set the tray down on the table. The 
old woman smiled at the two of them. 


“I hate to interrupt, but did I hear Isabela come up?" 


Sefiora Guzmán gently grasped at the handle of the pot, and poured the black liquid into the two 
cups. As she prepared both of the coffees, she smiled at her son. 


“Isn’t she such a nice girl, Mariano? Very beautiful.” 


Mariano smiled. “She is, isn’t she?" The brown haired man then turned to Camilo. “Well, Camilo 
here invited her to El Valle with us on Friday night.” 


“El Valle?" Señora Guzmán said with a smile. There was a hint of surprise on her voice, but it was 
clear that she was excited at the prospect. “I think that's a great idea! Sefiora Alma has said 
countless of times that she wants to spend time with you." 


Camilo knows damn well that's a lie, but he was not going to talk smack about his abuela in front 
of people that were not his family. But this would not be the first time his grandmother had lied to 
make the family look good, and it sure as hell was not going to be the last. So once Sefiora Guzmán 
finished adding the sugar and passed the cup to the young boy, he simply smiled and thanked her. 
Not uttering a word about the obvious lie. 


Mariano did not seem against the idea either. “This does give us a chance to get to know one 
another." 


Señora Guzmán hummed in response. “Oh, and Camilo,” She turned to the boy. “Thank you for 
bringing those fruits that your Abuela promised. It was very kind of you. It saved me from hiking 
all the way to your house." 


“No problem. I was heading in this direction anyway." He beguiled. Camilo sipped the coffee so 
he does not have to look the woman in the eyes. 


“Well, thank you anyway." She passed the second cup to her son, who took it gratefully, before she 
stood straight. “I guess I'll leave you boys alone for now. Call me if you need anything.” 


"Thank you, mami." Mariano nodded his head at her. 


“Thanks, Señora Guzmán." 


The woman gave one last smile to the two of them, before she nodded her head and headed back 
inside, leaving the two of them alone. 


"You're mom really likes Isabela, huh?" Camilo said quietly. 


"Everyone in this town loves Isabela." Mariano did not say that in a condescending way, more as a 
matter of fact. And Camilo was deciding whether he liked that or not. *I mean, she is a nice 
woman. Beautiful and what not. I'd love to get to know her." 


“T guess you'll get that chance on Friday." Camilo grumbled into his cup, though he was sure the 
man sitting across from him did not catch it. 


But Camilo was here to talk about more pressing issues, not about his cousin who was not even 
here. Isabela had a tendency to make things about her when she was not even in the conversation. 
And even though Camilo was the one to bring her up, he did not want to speak about her any 
longer. 


The golden brown haired boy sighed, and set his coffee cup on the table, before looking at the man 
seriously. Mariano caught on the boy's change of tone, as he carefree look on his face while 
obviously thinking of his cousin changed to that of something more focused. 


Camilo clicked his teeth. He really did not know a good way to start this conversation, as he did not 
know where to begin. He knew he was going to have these other conversations with some of his 
other family members later on, but he knew he needed to start with Mariano first, as the man would 
tell him the truth. But how was he even going to ask something like this? It was a kind of heavy 
topic, not only to his family, but to everyone else in the town. Camilo does not even know if the 
Guzmáns were affected by their actions or not. 


Either way, Camilo just took a deep breath and asked anyway. 
“What can you tell me about my Primo Cristóbal?" 

There, he said the name. 

Mariano's eyes raised high to the sky. “You’re Primo Cristóbal?" 
Camilo found himself nodding. 


"That certainly came out of nowhere." Mariano thought for a couple of seconds. Clearly trying to 
find his words. “I can't really tell you much, because I was still kind of young when he 
disappeared, but from what my mami tells me, he was a cool kid. Kind, smart. Nothing really to 
tell." 


“Do you... do you remember his gift? Like... what could he do?" 
“You don't know? " Mariano looked at him shocked. 
No, he didn't. 


Whenever the topic of his lost cousin ever came up, which is rarely ever did, most of the people in 

his life always moved on to another topic. He remembers one time he had brought up the boy to his 
mother, and let's just say that conversation ended with water being stuck in the courtyard for a few 
days. And he was too nervous to ask any of the townsfolk, as they would have gone back to abuela, 
and snitched on him, even if they did not mean it. And we all knew how Abuela would react. 


“We... never really talk about it." Camilo embarrassingly admitted. “He left when I was really 
young anyway, so I don't really remember much of him." 


“Why are you asking about him now?" Mariano asked. 


Of course the man would ask a question like that. It made sense. They had first been talking about 
Isabela, and then Camilo threw a curve ball to talk about Cristóbal. So he had to make something 

up so that the man would not find out that the only reason Isabela would come is because she was 
blackmailing him to find a stupid crystal. 


“I just... saw his room the other day. His door, that is. And I was just thinking about him. Where 
he could be." 


Mariano gave Camilo a sad look. *Didn't know the Madrigals were the type to sweep their 
problems under the rug." 


Camilo felt his throat constrict but he did not say anything. 


The brown haired man sighed. “Well, I’m a few years older than some of your older cousins, but 
Cristóbal I think was about Isabela and your sister’s age?" Mariano nodded his head at that. “Yeah, 
I was like ten. It was a pretty big year, since there wasn't just one ceremony the Madrigals were 
having, there were three. ” 


“Do you remember his room?" 


Mariano shook his head. “I know I was ten, but I haven't been in there in almost sixteen years. 
Which is strange, considering that I vividly remember going inside it, but honestly...?" Mariano 
looked to the ceiling fan of the patio, as if the answer was somewhere up there. “All I really can 
remember is... crystals? But other than that, not much really." 


"Crystals?" Camilo asked. 
“Yeah.” Mariano gave him an apologetic look. “Sorry, that’s all I got." 


"It's fine." The curly haired boy sighed. “But... Do you remember what he was like? Everyone in 
the Madrigals is kind and smart. Like what his personality was?” 


Mariano shook his head. “He would have been six, and I would have been ten or eleven. We're still 
kids, but not exactly in the same age group. And when he left, he would have been eleven and I 
would have been sixteen. So we really didn't talk to each other. Sorry..." 


Camilo clicked his teeth. "It's not your fault. It has been a while." 
"Ten years." Mariano said distantly. “Do you remember him?" 


Camilo shook his head. “I was young when he left. The only reason I know what he looks like is 
because of the murals around town and the portraits with Abuela. But I can't even remember his 
face." For some reason, Camilo felt a wave of sadness run through him. *Is that strange?" 


“No. Five is still a very young age. So it’s not completely strange." 
But the boy had an itching feeling there was more, but he simply shook his head. 


“Have you asked some of your other family members about him?" Camilo shook his head. “So I'm 
the first?” 


“I... wanted to get a non-biased opinion on him first. I love my family, but they can be a bit... 
dramatic at times..." 


"Really?" Mariano asked with wide eyes. “I had no idea." 
Camilo could not help but stick his tongue out at the man. 


“But you know what? I’m glad you came to me about this. Even if I wasn't able to give you the 
information that you wanted." Mariano laughed. 


Mariano then set his cup on the table and leaned forward, reaching for Camilo's wrist, the same 
way he had done a couple of nights ago. Camilo tried his best not to tense at the warm touch, but 
he knew he failed anyway. The brown haired man just smiled at him. 


“You know you can talk to me about anything, right?" The man said softly. “It doesn't have to be 
about missing relatives." 


Normally, Camilo would have laughed at the remark, but all he could really pay attention to was 
the hand that was on his wrist. The man's hand was big, and warm, and everything that Camilo was 
definitely not , but he somehow liked it anyway. But Camilo knew he needed to stop acting like a 
total weirdo and be normal for once. 


So the boy just nodded his head. “All right.” 


“I know we just started talking, but I want you to see me as a big brother." Mariano chuckled. “I 
know it'll be weird at first, but just try, okay?" 


For some reason, Camilo wanted to disagree, but he found himself nodding. The man smiled at 
that, pulling his hand away, leaning back on the chair. 


“T should go. Got family stuff to do and junk. You know how it is.” Camilo stood. 
“But keep me in the loop, okay?” Mariano smiled at him. “I can’t wait to see what you find out.” 
Camilo smiled up at the man and nodded his head. 


As Mariano walked him out, he could not help but feel a slight bit of joy run through his body. He 
had plenty of friends, sure, but he felt like he finally had someone he could talk to, someone who 
was not a family member. The brown haired man was such a nice guy, and even though he could 
not give that much information regarding his primo, he knew the man had tried his best and that 
was all that he asked for. 


-000- 


Camilo was kind of bummed out that Mariano could not give him anything, but he knew that it was 
not the man’s fault. Sure, the Guzmáns were a prominent family in the Encanto, but none of them 
can truly say that they were friends with the family besides Abuela. So the man could not have 
possibly known much. 


But it was still nice to talk to Mariano. The more Camilo gets to know the man, the more he wants 
to spend time with him. It was like this weird cycle that he did not mind falling into. It was just that 
when he spoke to Mariano, it just felt like the man was listening to him. It was a feeling he did not 
get a lot when it came to his family members. 


But there were two other people on his list he wanted to talk to before he would make his trek 
inside of Primo Cristóbal's room. Two people who have been in the family a while, but don't have 
the responsibilities like the rest of them did. Well, that was not entirely true, they did pull their 
weight around here, and they were the best father figures one could ask for. He just needed their 
opinion on something, and hopefully, they would give him what he needed. 


Félix and Agustín Madrigals were at the side of the house, where they would keep their tools and 
chopped wood. It was a fairly sunny day out, but where they were chopping was under a cut tree 
stump under another giant tree, shielding them from the harsh rays of the Colombian sun. 


His father was sitting on a swinging bench that hung from a large branch of the big tree, talking to 
Agustín about something that Camilo did not really did not care about. All the golden brown haired 
boy could really comprehend was that his dad was excited about Antonio's ceremony that was 
coming up, but other than that, Camilo down it out. But all Camilo could really think about was the 
nervousness his body felt watching his uncle with an ax in his hand, with the sharp end being red 
as blood. He was pretty sure that his Tia Julieta was inside the house somewhere, which was a 
good thing if the man accidentally cut his hand off. 


It wouldn't be the first time. 


Camilo approached the two men as his uncle set a new piece of wood on the old stump, licking his 
lips and getting ready to chop. Tio Agustín smiled as he raised both arms in the air and was about 
to give the wood what for, until he looked at Camilo. 


“Sobrino!” 


The smile on Agustín’s face went wider as he looked at the boy. The man dropped the ax in the 
middle of the air, falling to the floor behind him. He then put both his hands on his hips and 
looked at the boy in gleeful surprise. Camilo flinched at that, and his dad rolled his eyes. 


‘T ve told you a thousand times, man!" He chided. “You can’t drop sharp stuff in the air! Gracias 
Dios Julieta didn’t see you just do that.” 


“Oh.” The man scrunched his eyebrows and looked at the ax behind him. The wood divider had 
fallen on the grass, with rays of sunlight falling through the leaves of the large tree. Agustín then 
turned around and laughed. “Yeah, I guess I shouldn’t do that.” 


Félix chuckled, but still looked at the man unimpressed. “Yeah, maybe you shouldn’t.” The man 
then turned to his son. His dad smiled at him. “Mijo Lindo! What is it? Wanna spend some time 
with your old man?” 


“Not exactly.” Camilo gave the man a sheepish look. 


“Wow.” Félix nodded his head at that, and looked at Agustín. “See? This is what happens. They 
start getting older and don't want to spend time with their parents anymore. Only, ‘Papi, l'm 
hungry,’ or “Papi, give me some pesos there's a new ruana at the shop I want-’” 


"Okay, okay! I get it." Camilo laughed. 


Camilo made his way over to his father, and sat down on the swing seat. Félix moved on over so 
that he could give his son some room, but the seat was not that big, so their thighs were touching. 
Félix just smiled at his son, resting his arm on the seat's back, getting comfortable. 


Camilo asked, “So what was it you guys were talking about?" 


He already knew, but he really did not know how to start the conversation. Camilo knew that this 
was going to be kind of heavy, and he knew he could not have been as blunt as he was with 
Mariano then he was with his own family. His dad and uncle were not as sensitive as his mother 
and grandmother, but he knew it was still a touchy topic for the both of them. 


Either way, Félix lit up at the question. 


“We were just talking about what Antonio’s gift is going to be." His dad then turned to Agustín. “ 
This one thinks the Kid's going to get invisibility, but I told him that’s a dumb idea." 


“Why?” Agustin whined. “It’s a good idea! Sometimes I don't even notice that Antonio's there! 
One time, he creeped on me while I was in the Kitchen. I almost dropped an entire pot of sancocho 
on him!" 


"That may be so, but my Antonio draws attention in every room he goes in." Félix huffed. 


That much was true. Like most of the Madrigals, they drew attention to themselves wherever they 
went. Even Mirabel, who had no gift, would always get all eyes on her whenever she walked into a 
room. And even though Antonio was only five years old, he was a literal magnet. People flocked to 
him without him even trying. And it does not help that he's literally adorable. 


“I mean, the room thing is true, but it's not something that would be impossible." Camilo shrugged 
his shoulders. “Antonio is kind of quiet.” 


Agustin nodded his head at the boy, then to his brother in law. “See, even Camilo agrees with 
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me. 


“No, he said that it could be possible, he's not agreeing with you." The man pointed out. He then 
turned to his son with an excited look on his face. “This is my take: superspeed.” 


“Superspeed?” Camilo leaned forward in inquiry. 


“Uh-huh.” His father nodded his head as if he was satisfied with himself. “You know. Like when 
you can run really fast? See, invisibility doesn’t work with my Toñito. That little boy moves fast. 
One minute he's here, the next BOOM. Gone out of thin air.” 


Camilo nodded his head. “Yeah, I can see it.” 


“So which one do you think, Camilo? Invisibility or superspeed?" His uncle asked. “And don't side 
with him because he's your papa. Side with me because I’m your favorite uncle." 


Camilo laughed. “You’re my only uncle.” 


Agustín's eyes faltered through his glasses for a split second. But just as fast as it came, it left just 
the same. But Félix rolled his eyes and looked at his son. 


“Tm your father. You have to side with me.” The man wrapped his arm around the young boy, 
pulling him into his side. Camilo was met with the familiar scent of a mix of cologne and fresh air, 
and he could not lie when he said it smelt like home. Félix lovingly whispered in his ear. “Say 
superspeed and you'll be my favorite." 


“Hey! I heard that!” 


Camilo laughed. 


It would be a lie to say that he had not thought about what gift Antonio would get. It was just that 
the little boy was the type of kid to keep to himself, he doesn't even have a lot of friends. Save from 
the trio of kids from the town, those were all of his friends. But Camilo supposed they were 
enough. He really did not have that many friends growing up either, but it was still kind of nice 
having a small group. 


But for a gift for the younger boy? Oof, that was a tough one. Both his father and his uncle were 
right. Both of their supposed gifts were a good idea. Antonio was quiet, so invisibility would be a 
good option. But the boy was also as fast a jaguar at times, and it was sometimes hard to keep him 
in one place. So it was kind of hard to pinpoint what kind of gift he would get... 


Wait, a jaguar... 

“I think," Camilo started. “That it's neither." 

Both men looked at him surprised. His dad asked, "Really?" 
“Yeah. I think they suit him, but I think he'll get another power." 


"Really?" His father repeated. The man took his hand off of his shoulder and crossed his arms, 
looking at him skeptically. “So what power do you think he'll get?" 


“Maybe,” The golden haired boy pondered. “That he'll get the power to talk to animals.” 
Both his male figures looked at him for a few seconds before they busted out into laughter. 


Tio Agustín threw his head back, taking a few steps back as his high pitched laugh echoed through 
the leaves. The man was inches away from stepping on the ax that was still on the floor next to 
him, but Camilo was too irked to say something. His father was no help either. As Félix started to 
hold his stomach as he rested the back of his head, smiling up to the leaves above them. 


"It's a valid guess!” The boy defended himself. “Antonio loves animals. That's why he doesn't 
hang out with any kids besides those three from town. He's always inside the house chasing rats 
and birds. Just ask Mirabel." 


But the two men kept on laughing for a few more minutes, as if Camilo did not say a word. The 
boy simply rolled his eyes as he gently shoved his father. 


"Okay, okay!" Félix nodded his head, finally acknowledging the boy. *Sure. That's such a good 
idea." 


“It is a good idea." Camilo defended. “Such a good idea, that I’m willing to be on it." 


“i Qué hombre!” His father said impressed. “All right. So let's make this a three way bet. What's 
the wager? I know you have no money, so it has to be something else." 


Agustín laughed as he put both hands on his hips. “Ooh, I know! How about we do each other's 
chores. The two who lose have to do the winner's chores for a... week?" 


Félix looked intrigued, but shook his head. “Nah, a week is too long. How about... three days! 
Yeah, that should be more than enough. Three days of doing the winner's chores. How about it?" 


“Deal.” 


Agustin nodded his head triumphantly. “You have a bargain.” 


His father stretched out his hand and Camilo took it, shaking it hard like the man taught him. The 
two men then shook hands, then he and his uncle. 


Camlo did not mind doing the other men's chores. Since everyone else had a set role in the house, 
most of the men's duties had to do with cleaning. And cleaning was the easiest thing, only that 
there was just a lot of it. But Camilo was a shapeshifter, he could shapeshift to whoever he wanted 
to be and he could get stuff done. If he needed to reach a tall space, he would just shapeshift to 
someone taller. If he needed to reach somewhere small, he would just turn into someone short, or 
even a kid. 


And besides, he was not going to lose. He knew this was going to be the winner, and he could not 
wait until he rubbed it in all of their faces. 


“Now, mijo. As much as I'd love to talk about you losing," Félix started. “What is it you really 
want to talk about? I get this feeling you did not come out here to talk about Antonio." 


Camilo sighed and nodded his head at that. “Yeah, um... there is something I need to talk to you 
about.’ He turned to Agustin. “To both of you.” 


This definitely caught both of the men’s attention. Agustin sat straighter on the stump when he 
realized that Camilo was fully addressing him, and that jolly go lucky look on his face immediately 
disappeared, turning that into something of concern. His dad had a similar reaction, as he also sat 
straighter, and leaned in a little so that he could hear what the boy was going to say. 


Camilo could tell just by their concerned looks on their faces that their minds were going to the 
worst place imaginable. Typically, his parents, actually all of the adult figures in his life, had a 
tendency to think of the worst when he told them he wanted to talk to them. He always thought that 
they were being slightly dramatic, but he knew it came from a good place. At least for the most 
part, as sometimes when he wanted to talk to his mother, she would always freak out on him before 
he would be able to get a word out. 


But as the two men stared at him, he found it hard to say what he wanted. 


It was different with Mariano. These were the two most important men of his life. Even though he 
liked talking with Mariano, these were people that he actually knew. People that he lived with. 
Camilo sometimes thought it was easier to talk with Mariano because he was an outside source, 
someone who was close to the family, or getting there, that would not judge him for being the way 
that he was. Yet the more his father stared at him, the more he just wanted to get the words out so 
that he could be done with it. 


“Could you..." He started. Both men leaned in. “Could you tell me about Primo Cristóbal?" 
His father basically jumped back in his seat. 

“CRISTOBAL?!” Félix screamed in his ear. 

“Shh!” His uncle hissed at the man. 


His father’s eyes were wide as saucers as he stared at his son. The man held onto the bars for dear 
life, hearing him give a slight prayer for the lord for what his son was asking. Camilo had the urge 
to roll his eyes at how ridiculous the man was being, up until he looked towards his uncle. 


Tio Agustin did not look like he was having a good time either. The man’s expression looked as if 
he had just stepped on something sharp. And to add on to that, that same frantic panic that was on 
his father’s eyes 


“Now, Camilo," His uncle started. The man's brown eyes trailed over to Félix, who was still 
gripping the chair for dear life. The man licked his lips before he looked back towards the boy. 
“What, uh... what makes you want to talk about Cr- that side of the family?" 


He was kind of ready for questions like this. One did not speak on a missing family member out of 
nowhere, especially if they were instructed not to talk about them at all. But his cousin was not his 
uncle, there was never a ban to talk about Cristóbal. So he knew a lie that would appease both of 
the men. 


“T was just walking past his room the other day, and got curious.” He simply stated. “Just 
wondering where he was." 


Agustín looked like he wanted to say more. His mouth opened wide, but he immediately shut it. He 
then gave a panicked look to his father. Camilo turned his eyes to see his father had slightly 
recovered from his little moment he just had, and took a deep breath. 


"Camilo," He started. What..." The man looked up to the branches above them, obviously trying 
to find his words. *So you just want to know about Cristóbal?" 


Camilo nodded his head. And his father nodded at that. The man obviously was going to say more, 
but he didn't say anything for a little while. He simply kept looking in all directions, trying to find 
the right words. 


“Tt’s just you've never really shown interest in... that side of the family before.” The man 
observed. “What changed?" 


The curly haired boy knew that his dad was going to be a little uptight about this, but it was 
nothing he could not handle. So he just kept at it. “Like I said, I was walking by the stairs and just 
thought about him. Where he could be. His light still flickers on his door.” 


Félix sighed. The man rubbed a hand through his tired face and he shook his head, looking back at 
his son. Camilo knew he had won. 


“Well... to start with your Primo Cristó, we have to talk about your Tio Bruno." 
“Tio Bruno?” 
“Yeah.” Félix nodded his head. “What... do you remember about your Tio Bruno?” 


Camilo does not really remember the man, more so what people said about him. Or, more so, what 
his mother said about him. Which was never really good. 


But Camilo did try to think. Even though Five was very young, there had to be something about the 
man that he remembers. Like a picnic, or a breakfast, or maybe a simple outing that he could 
maybe recall. But as he looked deeper inside of his mind, he could not even find a moment where 
the two of them were together. 


Camilo shook his head. “Not much.” 


“I know." Camilo scrunched his eyebrows at his father, but the man quickly caught himself. Félix 
cleared his throat. “I-I mean, I know. You were pretty young when he left. Makes sense that you 
don’t remember him.” 


“T m pretty sure Mirabel doesn’t remember much of him either.” Agustín pointed out. 


“See? You're completely normal!” The gray haired man laughed. “But as I was saying, you know 
the story of Tio Bruno? What his power was and all of that?" 


“He had the gift to see the future." Camilo answered. “But he only ever really predicted bad things. 
At least, that's what mami tells me. That's why we're not supposed to talk about him." 


“That is very true.” Félix sighed. “But there are more reasons why we don't talk about him. 
Reasons your mama doesn't want to speak on. And not only your mama, but your Abuela as well. 
Which is why your abuela banned the whole town from speaking about him." 


“Really? The whole town?" Camilo asked skeptically. “I mean, I know we're not supposed to talk 
about it, but the town neither?" 


“Well, it's more of an unspoken rule.” Agustín shrugged his shoulders. “The town was quick to 
notice Bruno's disappearance. So Abuela one day just told some townsfolk she did not want to 
speak about him anymore, and they all took that as a hint to not bring up the topic anymore." 


"That's kind of weird, right? To ban the entire town from talking about him?" 


That seemed... a little excessive, 1f he was being honest with himself. It was one thing to simply 
ignore one's problems, like they did most of the time, but that was kept in the family. No, Abuela 
had indirectly told the entire town not to speak about Bruno, and they straight up listened. For 
some reason, his stomach twisted at the thought. 


Both of the men did not answer. His father just kept moving on with the conversation. 


“Bruno was always... strange?" His father tried to find the word. “He always just kept to himself. 
He never really left home or anything like that." 


“Most of the time, if people needed him, they would just come up the steps of La Casita and ask 
him to tell them their future. But most of the time," His uncle shook his head. “He would tell them 
something they didn't like." 


“But... that's their own fault, right?" Camilo asked. “They were the ones that wanted to know what 
was going to happen. It was not his fault if he predicted something they did not want to hear." 


“But that was the thing, mijo. Every. Single. Prophecy was something bad. I don't think he ever 
predicted something that was good." Félix added. 


“Well, that's not true!” Agustín sat straighter. “One time, I had lost my belt buckle, and he said I 
would find it in the garden. And when I went to the garden, BOOM! It was there!" 


Félix rolled his eyes. *Fine. Most of his prophecies were bad. Some people started to think that he 
was doing it on purpose." 


“Why would he do something like that?" 


“Well, out of the three triplets, Bruno was definitely the least favorite.” Félix shook his head. “Not 
everyone thought so, but there was definitely an amount of people that thought Bruno's power was 
useless. If all he could predict was bad things, what was the point of even having him around? I 
always thought Bruno was a cute looking kid, but he never hung around any girls. When I started to 
date your mother, I asked Pepa if he even liked girls." 


“Did he?" 


Félix let out a small laugh. *And that's where your primo comes in." 

Camilo found himself sitting straighter, wondering just how his primo fits into all of this. 
"One day, some day I think that was in the winter, a woman knocked on our door." 

"A woman?" 

“Si, mijo." 


Something changed in the atmosphere right then. He could feel his father's energy go down as he 
let out a long sigh, shaking his head. His uncle sitting across from him shoulders slumped just at 
the mention of this ‘woman.’ 


“It was a normal day, with the wind being chiller than normal. We all came home from our duties 
and were going to sit down for dinner, then we heard a knock on the door." Camilo's eyes trailed 
to his uncle and saw the man's face was hard as stone. His father shook his head. “So I decided to 
take the lead and go and see who it was, and when I opened the door, there she stood." 


^Who?" Camilo asked. 
“Itzel.” 
Something sparked in Camilo’s mind right then. Itzel, Itzel, Itzel. 


Now, if there was anything that this conversation had made him realize, it was that children were 
horrible when it came to memories. Even though he knew that all of these events happened long 
before he was born, he still could not help but feel like he should remember these people. Bruno 
was his uncle for god’s sake, he should remember the man clear as day. He was about Antonio’ s 
age when the man left, but he can't even remember what the man looked like outside of the 
paintings around town. 


But that name was definitely something he feels he should remember. Maybe he heard his mother 
talking about her once? Or perhaps he heard the name around town. 


“Itzel...” Camilo tried the name for himself. It sounded weird. “And that was Tio Bruno's wife?" 


“They never got married." Félix quickly commented. “She wasn't from town, but she heard from 
the grape vine of an Oracle that lived in the Encanto from across the lands. So there she was, 
asking for him." 


“So, we did what Madrigals are known for," His uncle continued. “We bathed her, dressed her, and 
Julietta made sure that her stomach was full.” 


“And? What happened to Bruno?" 
Agustín shook his head. “That was the strangest part. Bruno invited her in his room.” 


“Listen, Mijo,” His father leaned in. “Bruno barely let anyone in his room. Maybe some people 
here and there, but he would always just bring the vision to them once they were done. But other 
than that? Nope. And after a few hours, she went back down, brighter than she was before. She 
thanked all of us for our hospitality, and left that same night. Abuela had offered her a place to 
stay, but she refused, saying she did not want to take up space." 


"She just left in the middle of the night?" He asked in disbelief. 


Both men nodded their heads. Agustin bit his lip. “We tried, sobrino. No matter how much we do 
for the Encanto, going out at night is dangerous, especially if you're a woman. So we pleaded with 
this stranger to stay, but she said she could take care of herself, and left." 


“We didn't see her for months after that. Until she came back." Félix added. “When she first 
arrived at our door, she looked... sickly? I don't know how to put it. As if she was going through a 
really bad cold. But when she came back, she thanked Bruno for his prophecy, and decided to stay 
in town for a little while." 


“Now, between you and me, sobrino," Agustín leaned in. “Itzel?” The man dramatically put a hand 
to his chest. “Oui! ¡Qué mujer! She was easily one of the most beautifulest women I had ever seen. 
Save for Julieta, of course." 


“Hey! And Pepa!” His father defended. “And that was strange too. Itzel was tall, with long dark 
hair that would give Isabela a run for her money." His uncle looked like he was going to disagree, 
but his father kept going. “And she was tall too. And Bruno was... not the tallest triplet. Not that 7 
can say anything about height. Especially being with a taller woman." 


Agustín smirked. “Like’m tall, do you?" 


Félix smiled and made a kissing motion with his lips. “Claro que sí, ‘mano.” Both of the men 
giggled at that, but Camilo could not help but roll his eyes. 


“So she stayed in town?" 


“Yes, but it was not that long. Just a few months. And much to our surprise, Bruno and her hit it 
off." His father smiled at the memory. “It was like the two of them were inseparable. If one was 
somewhere, the other could not be far. And it was strange, you know? Bruno was so timid and shy, 
even into his twenties. And all of a sudden this woman from out of town appears, and he falls in 
love." 


*What did Abuela think of it?" Camilo asked. 


"She was skeptical. As she should be. Bruno was her only son. Not to say that sons should be 
coddled, but you know. For a long time, he was the only boy in the house. She was already used to 
me and your Tio, as we'd been in the family for a little while. But a random woman showing up 
and is now dating your only son? It was kind of strange." Félix sighed. “But she never held 
anything against Itzel. Abuela was - is very up tight when it comes to her family. She did not want 
someone to come in and break Bruno's heart. But over time, Itzel proved that she truly loved him, 
which was more than enough for Abuela." 


"But..." Camilo tried to find the words. *She's not anywhere. Not in the murals in town, not in the 
paintings in the house. I didn't even really know she existed until right now..." 


His father shakes his head and leans back in his seat. He rested one arm on the arm rest next to 
him, and the other on the back rest of the chair, with his finger tips on Camilo's shoulders. The 
man planted his feet on the ground and gently rocked them back and forth so that the two of them 
were swaying slightly. 


“It was the year before all the nietos started coming. One day, Julieta finds out she was pregnant 
with Isabela. A few months later, Pepa tells us she's pregnant with Dolores. A few days later, Itzel 
disappears." Félix looked up to the sky. But Camilo stared hard at the man. *And we looked 
everywhere. She wasn't staying in the house with us, so we checked her tiny villa in town, but it 
was almost empty. We didn't have Dolores yet to help us look, so we had to do our best with what 


we had. We checked the entire Encanto, and when that didn't work, we started scouting out to local 
towns to see if anyone's seen her." 


"And?" 


“Not a damn thing. We had basically given up hope.” His father let out a dry laugh. “But I 
remember Bruno. During the first half of the investigation, he was sharp. He was doing everything 
he could to find her. But then... he just stopped. It was as if he just stopped caring about the whole 
thing. We'd be looking, but his eyes were just... dead. Lifeless." His father looked him in the eye. 
His brown eyes clashing with his green ones. “Listen, mijo, I’m going to tell you something not 
even your mother knows. So I’m going to need you to keep this to yourself." 


Camilo felt his back straighten at the way his father was looking at him. Félix Madrigal was 
typically an easy going kind of guy. He got serious when need be, but he was definitely the peace 
maker during certain situations. Or the peace breaker. Depending who's asking. But right now, he 
was neither of those things. He was a man with something serious to say, he would certainly listen. 


Camilo's eyes trailed to his uncle's, whose eyes were cast down to the shaded green grass below 
them. So his guess was that whatever his father was going to tell him, he already knew. 


“So me and your Tio here pull him to the side. It was a few months before Isabela was born. Ask 
him about it. And do you know what he shows us?" 


He shook his head. 


"A vision that he had. It was him, standing at the entrance of La Casita. Rain falling behind him. 
And in his arms, bundled up in both hands," His father made the motion with his arms as if he was 
carrying something. “Was a small baby." 


Camilo gasped. 


“Exactly.” Félix nodded his head. “So me and your Tio don't know what to do. I’m out here 
looking at him with two heads, and Agustín was tripping on sand. We're standing there like idiots, 
wanting to ask him what it meant, but we already had a feeling what it was." 


Camilo did not ask about what the tripping on sand meant, but he shook his head. “Itzel... had a 
baby?" 


“Mm-hmm.” He nodded. “So after Dolores was born, on a rainy night, Bruno left. Twenty-one 
years later, I don't know where he went. Where he could have gone. But on a stormy night, Casita 
opened her doors and there he was, with a baby in his hands." The man licked his lips. *Abuela 
didn't know what to do. It was the middle of the night, and she just stared at him. It was kind of a 
surreal moment. Isabela was in Julieta’s arms, Dolores was in Pepa's, and Cristó was in Bruno's." 


Camilo tried to imagine the scene in his head. 


That would definitely be something to remember. It would have been the middle of the night, 
stormy and raining, with all of the first borns in the triplets hands. 


“What did Abuela do?" He asked. “How did you all react?" 


“Well, it was... quite a shock. Even to us who knew." The man took a deep breath. “But we were 
able to get by. No one slept that night. And it wasn't because of the babies. Julieta had basically 
thrown Isabela at Agustín-" 


“In the safest way possible." His uncle reassured. 


“-and went to see if Cristó was okay. We all kind of just migrated to the kitchen, and Julieta had 
whipped the baby up some formula with what she had. I still don't know how she did it, but she 
did. And so she gave the bottle to Bruno and he started feeding him like a natural. And I remember 
Abuela asking what his name was..." 


"*Cristóbal...'" 
Félix laughed. *And when Bruno said his name, he started to cry." 
He heard his uncle sniffle from across from him. 


Camilo's eyes trailed back to the man, and he found his uncle's brown eyes watering through his 
glasses. The man gracefully took his lenses out before he grabbed his handkerchief and began to 
pat them down, clearly upset. 


“Ay, dramatico!” Félix rubbed his eyes as if he was tired. “But essentially, that's how your primo 
was brought into this world." 


“What Itzel?" His voice was clearly full of concern, and he found it strange. Why was he 
concerned for someone he did not even know? 


“Your guess is as good as mine. Bruno didn't speak about her after that. No matter how much we 
made him try, he didn't want to. He just told us that she was gone, and that she wasn't a part of this 
family. That's why you won't find her anywhere in town. In murals or anything. As if she wasn't 
even there." 


“But... What about Cristó? What was he like?" 


His father found himself shaking his head. “I think that’s enough for today, mijo. If your mother 
found out I told you all of this, she would blow a fuse." Félix raised his hand up to his face, 
grasping his cheek. “But I’m glad we were able to have this talk. But why don’t you run along and 
run into town. Find someone who needs some help?" 


Camilo wanted so much more. Where the hell had Bruno gone to pick Cristó up? Where were the 
two of them? And where the fuck did Itzel go? 


But all he found himself saying was: *Okay." 


Camilo stood from his seat. His father smiled at him as he walked past him, as if the entire 
conversation was not as heavy as it was. Agustín patted him on the shoulder as he walked past him, 
giving him a boost of encouragement, but not that much. As he walked away from the two men, 
they had gone back to debating which power Antonio was going to get, as if the entire conversation 
did not happen. 


And that was the scariest thing about being a Madrigal. He did not realize it until now, but the one 
gift that they all shared, even Mirabel, was the fact that they were able to ignore whatever they 
deemed unworthy, as if they did not even exist. Up until now, Camilo does not understand how a 
story as big as this one was not being talked about. 


But he guessed it just came with the name. 


End Notes 
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